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NORA'S LOVE TEST. 



CHAPTER I. 

He that might the Vantage best have took 
Found out the remedy. 

Measure for Measure. 

THEY all saw it coming 1 
The drawing-room windows overlooked 
the bog — which^ from the village on this western 
side, stretched in a gradual ascent until it kissed 
the sky far off— so they all saw it coming 1 And 
then the boys laughed and disappeared; and 
the girls laughed too, but dared not disappear, 
however much they wished it. And the Vicar 
made a little clicking sound with his tongue and 
the roof of his mouth, suggestive of a calm 
despair ; while his wife glanced at her guests, in 
mute appeal for their special indulgence in this 
trying moment. But only one of the guests met 
VOL. I. B 
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the glance; and Mrs. Pennington saw with horror 
that her eyes soon went back to fix themselves 
on the hideous conveyance which — now heavily 
and unsteadily, and now with little delusive 
spurts of comparative swiftness — was making 
its way with fatal and premeditated directness 
straight to the Vicarage gate. As for the other 
guest — well, it did not signify so much about 
him. Mortifying as it was that Miss Foster 
should encounter plebeian acquaintances on 
this first visit of hers to the Vicarage where 
her brother had been educated, it could not 
signify much to the strange gentleman, who had 
merely offered her his escort because he had 
been himself coming to Ireland — even to this 
very village— just at. the same time. 

Mrs. Pennington plucked up all her spirit — 
it was but a tiny specimen of the frail and brittle 
kind — and moved a trifle nearer to her lady- 
guest. By that time the object at which they 
all gazed was close to the Vicarage gate, its 
evil intent of passing beyond that sacred portal 
patent to the meanest capacity among the on- 
lookers — ^so terribly patent! The gaunt and 
aged quadruped, his huge framework clearly 
developed under his dusty skin, dropped his 
pinched head, and seized apathetically on the 
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NORA'S LOVE TEST. 3 

brief rest allowed by the opening of the gate ; 
and immediately afterwards the old car rattled 
along the gravel, in a manner peculiar to itself, 
composed of a forward plunge^ and then a back- 
ward jerk, and then a temporary subsidence 
into a oncHsided, lively totter. The boys had 
let the gate slam, and were running with the 
car ; while the young girl who was its solitary 
occupant, being too much engrossed by the 
management of her steed to see the faces at the 
window as she passed, could yet let off a few 
random shots among the boys, and laugh full as 
heartily as they did at her own unique arrival. 

" Jump up on the other side the car, Nat, and 
balance it; then you'll see how smoothly we 
shall go round to the stables. You may well 
laugh, Tom. Isn't Borak fresh to-day?'' 

And then again the girl's laugh was the 
merriest of the three. 

'^ Of course I cannot be mistaken," murmured 
Miss Foster, turning graciously to the Vicar, "but 
I should hardly recognize your sons who were 
sitting here so decorously a few minutes ago." 

The Vicar breathed a modest reminder of the 
fact that ^'boys will be boys," but his own 
chagrin was plainly readable in various little 
red settlements upon his unwrinkled brow. . 

B 2 
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•* And may I inquire," added Mies Foster, in 
the most soothing of tones, '^ what name you 
have for that extraordinary vehicle ?" 

'^ It purports to be a jaunting-car," said the 
Vicar, suppressing in haste his own involun- 
tary smile, " but it certainly is a curious speci- 
men. Old Colonel St. George had a crippled 
carpenter to come into his own yard and 
make it, at odd moments, under his supervi- 
sion, giving the man only his food in pay- 
ment — the day rarely dawns when the old 
Colonel brings out money for anything. I dare- 
say you noticed what a bare machine it is, — 
guiltless of padding, cushions, or even paint ; 
and it needs only that bony old animal to be put 
in — the Colonel took him in exchange for a pig 
six years ago — to make it the most disgraceful 
turn-out in County Tyrone.'^ 

'^Miss Pennington, let us go into the garden; 
shall we ?" 

It was the other guest who made this pro- 
posal to the Vicar's eldest daughter, while he 
held open the window that she might pass 
through. 

" Fm so glad,^^ said Celia, in a little flutter ot 
delight. ^' It seemed so odd not rushing out to 
meet Nora." 
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Her companion was walking idly, as if he 
had no aim L April afternoon except to let its 
hours pass him by ; yet at her words his step 
grew slower stiD 

" Was that Nora in the shanderydan 1" 

Celiacs eyes twinkled. 

" That isn^t a shanderydan, Mr. Poynz. How 
plain it is to see you are not Irish I Isn^t it a 
frightful old cart And yet Nora is as pleased 
as possible when her grandfather lets her drive 
it. You should see her sometimes driving 
across the bog, standing on the footboard, and 
wasting far more strength in trying to get the 
horse to trot than she would need to walk twice 
the distance.^^ 

*' Then her parents do not forbid ^^ 

** Nora has no parents/^ interrupted Celia, in 
those staid young tones of hers which so often 
amused the boys. *'And her grandfather — 
that's old Colonel St. George — doesn't care 
anything about what she does. Besides, you 
see, everybody knows her ; and I really think '' 
— with a little access of confidence — "that 
there isn't a man or boy in the neighbourhood 
who wouldn't run anywhere at Nora's bidding. 
Indeed I often notice that even papa — even 
papa," repeated the girl impressively, " hasn't 
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quite such influence over them as Nora has. 
And yet she is so terribly wild/' 

Mark Poynz looked down into the girl's 
gentle eyes. "And untamable?" he asked^ in 
his cool indiflferent way ; but he did not even 
hear Celia's answer, as they turned from the 
little lawn, into a gravelled path running straight 
between two bands of tangled flowers. 

"This is the garden/' said Celia, with a 
sweeping glance across the sooty onion-beds 
which lay beyond the flower-borders, and feel- 
ing that now she had conscientiously brought 
him to the goal he had desired. " You will like 
to walk round, I suppose V^ 

As Mark not only did not say "No/' but 
actually stooped now and then to pluck a wist- 
ful little anemone, or a precocious Canterbury 
bell, Miss Pennington led him on all round the 
straggling garden, making pretty little brisk 
demands upon his attention, and listening with 
an astonished, wide-eyed interest to his occa- 
sional and rather brief remarks. They left the 
garden at last, by a well-worn gap in the 
hedge^ and came out near the little coachhouse^ 
at the open door of which Nora stood mending 
a heavy old whip with some twine which Tom 
Pennington drew inch by inch from a pocket 
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in whose depth the end lay hidden. The 
boys had heard no sound of footsteps on the 
grass, and Nat Pennington — who, with a great 
deal of noise and commotion, was generously 
improving the occasion by bestowing an amateur 
rub-down upon Nora's angular steed — discoursed 
cheerily over his work — 

" I say, Nora, aren't you dying to hear more 
of John Bull r 

''Yes — dying fast. Pull that knot tight, 
Tom. Oh, Nat, I saw such a splendid trout 
roimd by the moat I I know I could catch him, 
but I daren't; so I'm going to give you my 
chance." 

" Hoorah 1 What a jolly girl you are for 
scenting game I" 

He was stopped by the brisk little " Hush I" 
of Celia, as she darted forward and greeted her 
friend. 

"I never thought to find you here, Nora; 
haven't you been into the house t" 

*^ Yes ; I had a message for Mr. Pennington 
from grandpa. But I'm going home now." 

" Oh, no I" cried Celia, puzzling just for one 
instant over a new tone in Nora's voice. *' Come 
in again." 

" No. Who is that lady in the drawing-rooml" 
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" Didn't they introduce you ?" 

" No. They — forgot perhaps." 

" Then the boys " 

"I didn't ask the boys," interrupted Nora. 
" Celia, think of my growing up to be seventeen, 
without onc6 feeling how diflferent I was from 
—an English lady !'' 

" Are you V^ laughed Celia, with an impulsive 
kiss. 

" Just look at me, and think how the sight 
of me would astonish a real English lady — if 
you can." 

"I cannot, though. You are English, you 
know, as I am ; and T don't see why you 
shouldn't be a lady as much as I." 

'' Just look at me," Nora repeated, her low 
rich voice growing hurried as she glanced 
down at her faded Winter dress. " Think how, 
if you were not used to me, you would — stare." 

Celia looked as she was bidden, laughing the 
while; but some one else had come forward 
then, and saw what she saw — a girl with a 
shabby dress, but a lithe round figure, which 
had developed to the perfect beauty of woman- 
hood, knowing no constraint ; a girl in an old 
and untrimmed hat, from which the hair 
hung in one rich and heavy plat behind, 
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whfle on the temples it peeped in waves 
which caught the light, and changed and 
brightened with it ; a girl whose features were 
all too short for perfect statuesque beauty — 
even the curved upper lip and dimpled chin — 
but whose teeth were perfect, and whose eyes — 
long eyes of violet blue with dark and silky 
lashes — were beautiful beyond words. 

'' You look— just Nora,'' decided Miss Pen- 
nington, pleasantly dismissing the subject, as 
she saw that at last that other visitor of theirs 
had finished his slow process of fastening the 
anemones in his coat, and had come forward. 
**Nora, this gentleman is a friend of — Mr. 
Foster's." 

Perhaps because it was difficult to curtsey as 
she stood against the open door, and perhaps 
because those last words of Celia's speech had 
aome pleasant meaning in her ears, Nora moved 
the clumsy whip into her left hand^ and frankly 
offered her right to the English stranger. And 
then she gravely tied her last knot, while she 
spoke to him. 

*' Is Mr. Foster — it seems so strange to call 
him Mister^ but of course, as Celia did, I must 
— is he really a f^end of yours t I'm so glad. 
Is he coming here again soon ? And bow is he ? 
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I suppose yoTiVe heard him preach. Doed 
he say anything wise in his sermons? He 
never did when he was here. It was such a 
comfort to see that however hard Will studied 
he never knew anything." 

« Why a comfort ?" 

^^ Because I was longing and longing to be 
taught — and — and — it does persons good to see 
that school makes no difference.^' 

« I see." 

" I don't,'' smiled Celia. " I've been at school 
for years, and I should have been very idle if I 
didn't know a good deal now." 

" There is plenty of time, Miss St. George,'^ 
said Mark Poynz, looking into Nora's face with 
a quizzical, questioning gaze, *' even if you have 
wasted all your seventeen years." 

" How do you know Nora's age ?" demanded 
Celia, with the look of surprise which sat so 
prettily upon her. " Did you guess 1" 

"Hardly," he replied, with great coolness. 
" I have heard it mentioned." 

"How funny I" said Nora, lightly. But she 
looked with a little more curiosity now at the tall 
stranger, whose face was lined and rugged, an^. 
yet so pleasant to look upon ; and whose thick 
dark hair had countless silver streaks among it. 
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^'I couldn't guess his age/' she thought^ 
** though he guessed mine so deverly." 

He had walked into the building now, and 
appeared to be tracing Borak's anatomy with 
interest, so Celia turned with a whispered aside^ 
to Nora — *' You'll come in again, of course, 
deart I'll introduce you to Miss Foster^ 
Doesn't she look stylish V 

" She looks, I suppose," said Nora, thought-^ 
fully, and making no attempt at an aside, *< as 
girls of our age ought to look. Why do you 
ask me to stay, Celia I Shall we — shall we," 
she repeated, with a ring of unconscious hope^ 
in her voice, *' have tea in the school-room if I 
stay — just we and the boys together as usual — 
and idle about and enjoy ourselves? I thought 
of it all the morning, Celia, and indeed all yes- 
terday, for I knew I was coming with the^ 
message. I've got such an awful ghost-story 
to tell you on the hay-stack. I invented it my- 
self last night. I can't bring things to our 
pic-nic teas, you know, as I ought* I never 
can get a cake, or a leaf of fruit, or even an 
egg ; but I thought I could make you a story,, 
i^nd I had the news about the trout for Nat, and 
I was so happy. But I'll go now," she add- 
ed, with the struggle for patience which made- 
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her merry voice sometimeB so low and sad. 

" It's too bad of you," pouted Celia. 

*• Why ?" asked Nora, quickly, '' Would it 
be as it used to be if I stayed ? Could we really 
tiave one of the old pleasant afternoons V 

''No," returned Miss Pennington, finding it 
•difficult to repress her little flutter of anticipa- 
tion. " I am to dine with the elder ones this 
•evening. Otherwise, dear Nora ^^ 

" Good-bye," said the girl, with a suspicious 
•catching in her breath, as she turned and put 
the bit between Borak's two remaining teeth, 
doing it gently and skilfully, in spite of a new 
4Bensation of trembling in her fingers. 

'' I'll tell you what FU do, Nora,'' cried Tom 
Pennington. "I'll take the car out to the bog 
for you, while Nat looks out that none of them 
see, and then you follow.'' 

" D you think," cried Nora, her cheeks aflame 
and her eyes flashing, " that I'd grow ashamed 
of Borak all in a minute because you re ashamed 
of me I You know quite well that I am proud 
of him — ^you always knew it. You know how 
'happy I was when I came to-day. You told 
sne bow proud I looked, and we all laughed. 
Why should anything have changed met 
I — I think," she said, with the sudden cadence 
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of sadness in her tone, ^' it is time we were at 
home — Borak and me/' 

"And me/' added Mr. Poynz, with a lofty 
disregard of syntax, which sounded as natural 
as Nora's own. " I have to cross the bog, Misa 
St. George. Will you give me a seat in your 
car!" 

It did not need his intent look into the girl's 
face to see the change which his proposal 
brought there. The flash of scorn which Tom 
Pennington's idea had evoked melted as by a 
breath, and a new, strange wonder crept inta 
her lustrous eyes. Though she did not know 
who this stranger might be, instinct alone was 
sufficient to convince her that no one at the 
Vicarage would question his taste. And he 
had asked to drive on the car which Tom would 
have surreptitiously led out of sight I He had 
asked to drive with the shabby girl upon whom 
Miss Foster had gazed with contempt I All the 
warm and frank simplicity of Nora's nature 
resumed its sway, and her assent to his pro- 
posal was like the glad and prompt assent of 
a child. How comfortable they would be, one 
on each side the car I 

^^Very comfortable," she said, aloud, more as a 
conclusion to her thought than in reply to his 
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question, as Mr. Poynz left her on the off side 
of the car, and took the reins himself and his 
own seat behind her. "I hope you will like 
driving Borak. He goes very well indeed." 

"Although perhaps his preference is for 
standing still," added Mark, as Borak sturdily 
resisted various dumb suggestions, which pro- 
bably Mr. Poynz had before newfound sufficient 
with his torses. 

'^ He likes to stand a moment or two just to 
■consider," intimated Nora ; " and then he wonH 
stop again till he gets out of breath." 

" That's a glorious prospect,'* asserted Mark, 
raising his hat to Miss Pennington, as Nora 
uttered the last of her words to the boys ; and 
Borak, with great solemnity, moved through the 
open gate with his unusual burden. 

With an innate feeling of delicacy, for which 
ehe could not have accounted if she had tried, 
Nora withheld even a glance at the drawing- 
room windows, and even a wave of the hand to 
Oelia while anyone standing at those windows 
could see her. A gentleman was driving her, a 
grander gentleman than she had ever seen 
before, and she was sitting in luxurious idle^ 
ness ; but still she never wished that Miss 
Foster could see and envy her. 



NORA^S LOVE TEST. 15 

« What r 

*' I didn't speak," returned Nora, in her clear, 
happy tones. 

*' Didn't yon? Why not?" 

" If I had, it would only have been to say how 
nice I felt. Are you comfortable there, Mr. 
Bull r 

" Except for the difficulty of restraining the 
natural speed of Mazeppa," observed Mark, 
dryly, " I should be in an exceptional state of 
bliss. Miss Paddy." 

"Paddy!" echoed Nora, turning to him a 
pair of lovely questioning eyes, over one of 
which the ugly ribbonless hat was gradually 
slipping. " My name isn't Paddy." 

"Nor is mine John Bull." 

" Oh, I see \" she faltered, with a blush, which 
deepened and deepened, because Mr. Poynz did 
not turn his eyes away to allow her to regain her 
composure. " I suppose the boys only meant 
to joke me. I thought it was your name, 
really." 

"Do you like it?'' 

" No," she answered, honestly, and with that 
rich light of laughter in her eyes which is almost 
as rare as exceeding beauty ; " I thought it did 
not fit you.^ 
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"My name is Mark Poynz. Does that fit 
me?" 

" Not unless — please don't ask me/' she added, 
gently. " You may be so different, that if I 
ever knew you very well, I should not think the 
same as I do now." 

" If you ever know me very well," he said, 
quietly, as he leaned his right elbow on the well 
of the car, and let the reins lie' carelessly in his 
left, with no appearance of any intention of 
hastening Borak, " I shall probably have grown- 
to like the name better than I do now." 

" Why ?" asked Nora, trying to balance her 
hat equally over both eyes. 

"You are very fond of questions. Do you 
know you asked me half-a-dozen in a breath the 
first minute I saw you." 

"Did I? Then that showed you at once 
how uneducated I M^as, didn't it ? What were 
they about V 

" Three more I Do you forget what — I mean 
who — they were about?" 

" Yes,"' said Nora ; and then turned her eyes 
from his, to see what danger Borak had passed 
safely that that expression of relief should have 

come into his face, "yes, I quite forg ^No, 

1 remember now ; Celia said you were a friend 
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of Mr. Foster's, and I asked about him/' 

" Yes. What do you wish to know ?" 

« Everything." 

*• Oh, is that all ? Then here it is, The Rev- 
erend Willoughby Foster, Curate of Heaton, is 
in no way different from young Will Foster, the 
pupil of Mr. Pennington, and the friend of Miss 
St. George.'' 

The very merriest sound possible, in its 
gladness and its unconstraint, was Nora's laugh ; 
but it was as swift as it was pretty, and so no 
wonder her companion — who knew her so little 
— should smile at the sedateness of her reply. 

" It sounded odd for you to speak so of Wi'll^ 
yet it is the truth exactly. He was a friend to 
me indeed — though he wouldn't know me a» 
Miss St. George — and somehow, when we all 
got found out and scolded. Will always tried 
to get scolded for himself and me; do you 
understand t" 

" Not yet," replied Mark, meditatively. "It 
is a difficult situation to take in. You must have 
been quite a little girl even when Foster left 
here." 

" I was nearly fourteen," returned Nora, con- 
scientiously, " but being six years younger than 
Wi — Mr. Foster, didn't take any blame from 

VOL. I. C 
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me, because whatever we did wrong waa my 
fault. He would have been quite good by him- 
self. Why do you laugh?" she asked, with 
apprehension, for, after that brief spasm of 
shonesty, she was again anxious for her com- 
panion's good opinion. " Were you thinking I 
ought never to have disturbed him at his work 
in those days 1" 

" I was thinking how little age has to do with 
the question at all," returned Mark, composedly. 
"Some natures take the lead even while in 
leading-strings themselves." 

*' Of course I should not do it now.'' 

" Of course not." 

** Mr. Poynz," said Nora, turning to him with 
her brows puckered, and an unconscious wist- 
fulness in her eyes, " why do you seem to mean 
more than you say ? Do you really believe that 
I could help to distract Mr. Foster from his 
work now ?" 

" Indeed 1 don't. On the contrary, I believe 
you could do it without a shade of help." 

" Oh, this is too bad 1" cried Nora, her lips 
•quivering as if tears were near, yet her eyes 
bright with laughter. " You forget that I am 
grown up now." 

^' No. That is the one little fact which I re- 
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member better than you do. Do you observe 
that Borak has made up his mind to leave the 
bog, and take us to the high-road I" 

" He always remembers everything I" she ex- 
claimed^ in pride. " He knows I should like to 
inquire after Micky Corr. But wouldn't you 
like him to trot, Mr. Poy nz ? You let him walk 
so very, very slowly." 

" I like this pace," returned Mark, placidly. 
** We can better distinguish the beauties of the 
bog than if we flew through it at Borak's usual 
speed." 

" There are no bogs in England, are there t" 
questioned Nora, with a lively sense of superi- 
ority here. But before Mark had answered, the 
prompt question was followed by a sigh ; so he 
did not answer at all. He only looked straight 
along the road, and conveyed to Borak an 
tmmistakeable hint that he might loiter as he 
chose. 

*' I suppose, Mr. Poynz, that all English ladies 
are like Miss Foster I" 

Exactly — Mark allowed, with a sparkle in his 
eyes which Nora did not see — ^they were all 
exactly alike, and Miss Foster had been sent 
over as a specimen. 

"Will never told me/' explained Nora, 

c2 
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apologetically, '* else I might have been pre- 
pared. I could see that Miss Foster was very, 
very clever, and she could see in a minute that 
I wasn't. I mean that I hadn't learnt anything 
— not a single, solitary thing !" 

"Yes, she would see that in a moment," 
assented Mark. "The first thing an English 
girl learns, is to see that sort of thing in another 

girl." 

" They always speak a good many languages, 
don't they t" inquired Nora, deep in thought. 

" They do indeed — * after the schole of Strat- 
ford atte Bowe.' " 

^' And they learn music ?" 

" Rarely. But they perform upon the piano, 
and vocally." 

" You mean they sing t" 

" No, I did not. Then they dance " 

'' Oh, I can dance too I" interposed Nora, with 
a sudden ring of hope in her tones. " Why do 
you smile t" she added, heavily. '* Would it be 
a different kind of dancing V* 

« We shall see." 

" No ; we shall never see," she said, with a 
grave shake of her head, "because I shall 
never go to England." 

"That is absurd," observed Mark, with a 



yORA'S LOVE TEST, 21 

pertain tone of severity in his voice, of which he 
l¥as himself unconscious. *' You are an English 
girl ; why should you live here all your life ?" 

"Grandpa says we shall," she answered 
gently. " He's very poor, and cannot go 
away," 

'* In-deed 1" said Mark. And then he looked 
round into Nora's face, just as if he were going 
to laugh quite heartily. 

" Sometimes," sighed Nora, *' I think how 
delightful it would be to be rich. I should do 
such wonderful and beautiful things if I were 
rich. One can't help just dreaming about 
things,, however utterly impossible they are." 

« utterly impossible," acquiesced Mark, in his 
leisurely way, "unless your grandfather has 
hundreds of jars full of sovereigns hidden away, 
like an Irish gentleman of whom I once read ?" 

"But," said Nora, musingly, "there's no place 
to hide them at Traveere — that's where we live, 
Mr. Poynz, grandpa and me.'' 

" And no one else ?" 

" No one except old Kitty. No one else ever 
comes there. I go to the Vicarage whenever I 
can ; but Celia never comes to Traveere, and 
grandpa won't have the boys. He never would 
have Will — ^Mr, Foster, I mean. No," she 
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added, as if to herself, in her soft musical tones, 
** no one comes but Doctor Armstrong/' 

"May I ask who is Doctor Armstrong?" 

With both hands, Nora set the old hat 
straight once more, tilting it a little over her 
eyes ; and, while she did it^ she glanced under 
her lifted hand into her companion's face, as if 
the slight change in his voice had puzzled 
her. 

" Do you know Nuel Armstrong?'' she asked, 
in her grave, direct way. 

" Nuel Armstrong ? Who is he ? The doctor 
you just spoke of?" 

'< Yes," she said, feeling this answer had been 
negative enough. '' He is the only person that 
comes to Traveere. He is a relation of grand- 
pa's, though I don't exactly know how — the 
only relation grandpa has, except me,'' 

" Then he is a relation of yours ?" 

" I think not, Mr. Poynz. I have no relation 
in the world except grandpa. My father and 
mother both died when I was a baby. They 
died in England; and I was born in England — I 
think." 

*' Why do you only think V' 

^* Because grandpa won't speak of them^ or 
let me: I suppose it would make him sad* 
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And no one else, of course, knows anything 
about me/' 

Mr. Poynz was very silent after that, and in 
the pause Nora's eyes lost their wide, thought- 
ful gaze, and went across to him once more. 
How curious it was for him — a stranger — ^to 
be driving her along the old familiar road — 
a stranger, and so different from any gen- 
tleman she had ever seen before I Should 
she be able to tell her grandfather w;hat he 
was like? How could she begin? Was he 
young? Surely young, yet how could he have 
so much grey in his hair and moustache? 
They quite looked as if they were speckled 
black and vrhite ; and yet his hair was so thick, 
and looked so different from — ''He looks," 
thought Nora, with one conclusive glance, 
*' like a soldier looks, I should think, when he 
comes from the battle-field, and takes off his 
helmet." 

"WeU," inquired Mark, coolly, "are you 
objecting to the length of my nose ?" 

"I— I was only," faltered Nora, with a vivid 
blush, her eyes shy and timorous, yet still with 
something fearless in their depths, 'thinking 
of how I should describe you to grandpa." 
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*' You cannot do it ; you must take me on to 
Traveere to show me/' 

" Please, Mr. Poynz," begged Nora, in a very 
evident panic, " don't come to Traveere. It is 
— it is — it won't be any pleasure/' 

** Is this the cottage at which Borak intends 
to stop?" inquired Mr. Poynz, as they came in 
eight of a cabin on the roadside. 

And Nora, grateful for not having been 
forced to explain her last entreaty, nodded her 
affirmative, and then, springing lightly to the 
ground almost before the car had stopped, 
entered the cabin. 

Beside the little pile of turf which smouldered 
on the stones, a young Irishman stood with his 
hands in his pockets, now and then pushing 
together the clods of turf with one foot, and 
staring morosely at the little spouts of flame ; 
with his back turned to the window, near 
which his younger brother, a delicate-looking 
lad of about twenty, sat leaning his head 
wearily against the wall. 

Mr. Poynz, who, with a comfortable reliance 
on Borak's phlegm, had entered the cottage 
after Nora, looked round with that practised 
gaze of his which, though so cool and easy, yet 
took in every item of the scene ; and he looked 
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longest at the uncouth form and surly face 
upon the hearth. Here was a true specimen of 
the lowest type of Irish vagabondism, rough, 
ignorant, and cunning ; yet, when Nora, in her 
fearless, natural way, paused a few moments 
on the hearth to speak to him, Mark saw that, 
like the generality of his countrymen, he was 
susceptible to beauty. But when Nora went 
on to the window, and paused for a longer 
time beside the younger brother, Mark was 
glad to look away again from the ugly, lower- 
ing face. 

Five minutes afterwards Nora timidly touched 
Mr. Poynz upon the arm^ and reminded him 
that she was ready to go. He turned coolly — 
he had been standing straight before the dim 
little fire, with his head raised, — and, while he 
held the door for her, he looked back and bid 
good day to the young men ; but Nora had a 
strange and uncomfortable fancy that he had 
started at her touch, in that first instant — only 
just in that first instants 

**Tou were very intent upon that sketch," 
she said, as they drove slowly on : '^ I suppose 
you easily recognised it as an English house?" 

Mark actually laughed at the tone of un- 
conscious sadness in her question. 
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*' Not for its beauty, as you seem to insinu- 
ate/' he said; but presently added, as he 
stepped down from the car to walk up the 
incline, in Borak's interest, *^ though it is a 
fine old place too. What is it called ?" 

^'It's an English estate, and I think it so 
beautiful. It's where Bachael used to ^ve as a 
servant before she married Michael Corr, and 
her young mistress drew it for her." 

"How long ago?" 

"I don't know," said Nora. Mr. Poynz, 
walking beside the car, had come round to 
her side now, "It must have been a good 
while ago, because, when she married Corr, 
his, two sons were only little boys; he was a 
widower, you see. He's dead now, and Rachael 
has a lot of trouble to get her livelihood. Of 
course Shan ought to do it," the girl went on, 
with her grave shake of the head, " but he is 
too idle. Isn't he ugly, Mr. Poynz ? And he 
generally looks so angry with everybody. I 
am sometimes almost afraid of him." 

" I should not have guessed it." 

" Oh, he's quite polite to me 1" said the girl, 
quaintly. " But now and then I find him scold- 
ing and sulking, and he looks so bad till he 
sees me. Will used to say that he was like a 
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walrus, with his unparted hair, and that Uttle. 
straight beard between his chin and his neck — 
Will Ccilled it 'the Newgate fringe' — ^and his 
high narrow forehead, and his two teeth stick- 
ing out like tnsks." 

" Let me see," observed Mark, quietly, " you 
have no serpents here, have you t" 

" No, not one. We couldn't have, even if SU 
Patrick allowed them, because you know it kill» 
a serpent to look at an emerald ; and, as our 
land is all emerald, why, they would all dio 
directly, even if they came." 

While she so merrily put this fancy into 
words for the first time, she looked back at th& 
little cabin they were so slowly leaving behind 
them. 

** Micky is very good," she said, thoughtfully,. 
*' and he is getting well. How I wish he could 
get work that wasn't so very hard as the work 
Shan makes him do. Micky and I are always- 
wishing there were £iiries." 

^' He seemed to think he had found a &iry 
to-day," observed Mark. And then, just as if 
he were sorry he had said it, he pointed with 
his heavy whip along the bleak road, with its 
one hedge, and its one side open to the bog, 
and asked her whether he was to take Borak 
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through that broken gate among the trees. 

"That's — that's Traveere." As Nora spoke 
hurriedly yet timidly, holding the side of the 
•car to steady herself, she sprang to the ground, 
and walked beside Mr. Poynz, " That's Tra- 
veere; but — I won't ask you to go farther. 
Orandpa may be — ^asleep." 

" But with our united efforts it may be possi- 
ble to awaken him," propounded Mark, coolly. 
^* I am expecting him to ask me to dine with you. 
What is that long, grave thought V" 

" A silly one," said Nora, taking off her hat, 
as if the thought were a heavy one, " and a bad 
and envious one too. I was thinking how 
splendid it would be to have a nice house and 
servants, and everything going on so comfort- 
ably, that if you brought in friends — I mean 
visitors — you might be quite easy about it." 

" If you were easy about that," commented 
Mark,*turning to her with a smile, *^you would ^ 
be uneasy about something else. Ah, you are 
a true woman, after all 1" 

For several minutes Nora pondered this 
49pe6ch, vaguely uneasy at the time, though she 
could not explain why ; and then her old fear 
•came back suddenly, for Borak had turned into 
the short, neglected avenue which — ^bordered 
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on one side by potato ground, and on tlie other 
by a field of flax — led up to an old square 
house, from which the discoloured plaster wa» 
half peeled away, and the brick-work crumbling 
below it. 

"Mr. Poynz," she said — and no wonder he 
laughed at her quaint solemnity — " thxia Tra- 
veere. Don't you wonder that travellers don't 
come to see the ruins ?" 

^^ That/' repeated Mark, making a deliberate 
pause^ as he looked intently at the dilapidated 
old house, "is Traveere, is it? Your home, 
where you spend the Summer days and long 
Winter nights — Child, how do you do it f " 

" I am used to it," she answered, very softly. 
''And I have grandpa, and old Kitty, and the 
dogs^ and Snow — that's our cow ; she's in the 
house a great deal — and Borak, but he never 
comes beyond the hall ; and there are some old 
books that were grandpa's^ and I've a few Will 
left me^ and one Celia gave me once on a 
birthday. Now," she went on, with just a little 
unsteadiness in her low clear tones, " will you 
come, or will you change your mind ?" 

The fact of Mr. Poynz not answering this 
question signified little, as it was so evident 
that his destination was the ugly old house at 



30 NORA'S LOVE TEST. 

'which he still gazed; almost incredulously 
and altogether sternly. So Nora walked on 
quietly at his side^ her mind weighed down 
by the thought of dinner. There would be 
nothing in the house — there never was any- 
thing in the house — ^and how could she let Mr. 
Poynz come on, fancying there would be? 
What would he think of the bare rooms, and 

ihe Her thoughts broke hotly through 

iheir bonds at last. 

''Mr, Poynz," she said, turning with one 
fearless glance — not exactly aware that his 
dress, which sat with such negligent ease upon 
him, was fashionable and expensive, only con- 
scions that everything about him was out of keep- 
ing with what she could show at home — '^ you'll 
find things very strange at Traveere. The house 
itself seems to be tumbling down. This morn- 
ing Breen said it must be propped ; but grand- 
pa never will listen, he never does listen when 
It's about spending money. And even grandpa 
looks curious ; but, please, don't laugh at him. 
He never buys any clothes. All my life I 
never knew him buy a single thing. He says 
he's had his Sunday coat for forty years, and 
he cuts away bits to mend it every now and 
then, 80 that it's got smaller and smaller, and 
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isn't much like a coat at all now. And — and," 
added the girl, with a gulp, " we have dinner 
anyhow — just what Kitty finds to give us. 
Please don't come." 

"And yourself?" interrogated Mr. Poynz, 
looking all the more steadily on before him, be- 
cause of the sound of tears in the girl's voice. 
" Does he buy you nothing ?" 

*^I haven't needed anything yet/' she an- 
swered, steadily. ^' I had a very large box 
of clothes when I grew big ; Celia doesn't like 
them very much, but nobody else minds. Be- 
sides, they must have been my mother's. Per- 
haps you've heard all this before, Mr. Poynz, 
because Nat Pennington says everybody knows 
about grandpa and me. But here's the stable, 
and I must unharness Borak, please. Hasn't he 
brought us nicely? Though he could have 
come much faster if you had liked." 

*^ No horse ever took me so comfortably be- 
fore," said Mark, deftly, though still in a most 
leisurely manner, unfastening the various knots 
which answered the purpose of buckles in 
Borak's dilapidated harness. " Now I'm ready. 
Miss St. George." 

They walked on then, among wandering pigs 
and poultry, to the front door, t^hich, wide 
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open as it was, swayed to and fro upon one 
hinge. 

" I don't think," remarked Nora, as they en- 
tered a bare, unfurnished hall, ''that there 
is a single door at Traveere which will quite 
close. Some have both hinges, but no lock' 
or handle ; some have an upper hinge only, 
some a lower one. They vary a good deal. 
This way, please." 

As she spoke, she with some little difficulty 
pushed open a creaking door in one corner of 
the hall, and Mr. Poynz followed her into the 
most curious room he had ever entered. In 
one cot'ner a pile of bog-wood reached from 
floor to ceiling, and had a ladder propped 
against it. In another, a stack of turf stood 
half demolished, its thick brown dust trodden 
well into the thread-bare carpet. Upon the 
hearth lay at least a dozen dogs and cats ; and 
behind them a small, wizen old man sat 
straightening the brim of a wretched-looking 
hat. 

" Look here, child," he said, hearing Nora's 
step, but without troubling himself to look up. 
'' I've got a bargain at last. I found this on a 
scarecrow up in Elliot's wheat, and so I changed. 
The brim was nearly off mine, and I can soon 
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mend this. '^ Ha 1'^ he chuckled, " this is the 
j&rst bargain I've met with this year." 

" Grandpa," said Nora, the bright pink spread- 
ing painfully from chin to brow as she paused 
beside him, " here is — a gentleman." 

" A what ?" he asked, screwing his eyes fast^ 
and then opening them as wide as he could* 
Presently he slowly rose, and looked beyond 
her to his visitor, raising his hand once to rub 
his eyes, as if his sight were dim. 

" Who ?" he asked then, still looking at the 
tall, strong figure opposite, while Mark, in his 
turn, looked keenly down upon his shrivelled 
form, buttoned in a shabby coat, wearing no 
collar or waistcoat, and a patched black cap 
over his bald head. 

"Mr. Poynz/' whispered Nora, the blush 
deepening strangely, and her breath coming 
hurriedly, in her new mortification, as she look 
ed into her grandfather's face. 

''From England?" 

**Yes, from England," Mark answered, hia 
long gray eyes fixed curiously upon the old 
man. 

" From Surrey f ' 

" Yes, from Surrey." 

" It's chilly, and getting late, child ; you can 

VOL. I. D 
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* 

go and prop that window from outside — ^it flies 
open. Go quickly, and you needn't come back. 
Stay here, sir," he cried, querulously, as Mr. 
Poynz seemed to be going himself to obey this 
•command. *' D'you think the child " — never by 
any other term did old Colonel St. George 
•designate his granddaughter — "hasn't sense 
enough to manage such a trifle as thatf 

For two or three minutes after Nora had left 
the room, Mr. Poynz stood waiting ; but, when 
her face — still with the cheeks flushed, and the 
eyes brilliant and restless — had appeared out- 
side the broken window, and was gone again, 
lie turned coolly to the table, and took a seat 
opposite Colonel St. George. 

" May I smoke %" 

*^ Certainly — certainly," acquiesced the old 
man, again speaking with querulous rapidity. 
"Is that the only question you have to ask 
mel" 

Leaning forward on his unsteady chair^ Mark 
«truck a fusee. Not until his cigar was alight, 
•did he raise his eyes to answer calmly — 

" No ; there are one or two more questions, 
which I shall be glad if you will answer me — as 
frankly." 
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CHAPTER 11. 

It was this above all things, 

This that charmed me, ah, yes, even this, that she held me 

to nothing. 

Clough. 



*' "^f^LISS me, Miss Nora, what a fright ye put 
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purrson into! Enough to make 'em 
die o' compulsions ! What's up, me dear ?" 

But Nora by this time was standing in a 
melancholy attitude upon the hearth, looking 
in vain for any sign of dinner; and Kitty 
might have repeated her question a hundred 
times before she could have comprehended this 
new vague trouble of the girl's. 

"Niver mind/' she said, shaking her head 
cheerfully ; " we've no best thin's for ye to 
throuble to git out for a visitor out o' the 
commin. If he he's gran'some, let him squench 
his hunger with his gran'someness. If he ben't 

d2 
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gran'some, he'll go smooth eaough through a 
poached egg." 

"Is that all we have?" asked Nora. And 
then, partly in real mortification, and partly in 
shame at herself because she cared so much, she 
turned her face away and cried. 

" It's a pity but what he^d come yisterdy," 
observed Kitty, going placidly on with her 
potato-paring, though the sight of Nora's tears 
was very new to her. " We'd the bit o' biled 
neck thin, an it made a purthy dish. But 
niver ye mind ; I'll hot up a bowl o' the broth, 
an' thin there's poached eggs an' cheese. What's 
he like, me dear If As handsome a wan as the 
Docthor ?" 

"He's as unlike the Doctor," said Nora, 
ashamed of herself again now, because a smile 
was chasing away the tears, " as he can possibly 
be. I wish grandpa would dine in another 
room, and then I could lay the table myselfl 
But you'll make it look as — as — as little bare 
and dingy as you can — won't you, Kitty ?" 

" As ye're so vainful, Miss Nora,'' remarked 
the old woman, giving the turf fire a blow with 
her mouth, "ye'd bitter go an' make yerself 
purthier. No purrson knows bitter thin meself 
that ye can't add a cubic to yer size, but ye can 
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shine yerself up, me dear, with a thinner 
gown." 

" So I will," said Nora, wondering she had 
never thought of this, "and then I can help 
you afterwards." 

Nora's bed-room was a long low room, wain- 
scoted, like most of the rooms in the house ; its 
scant items of furniture were as old and as badly 
in need of repair as were all the other articles in 
the house, yet her girlish taste and neatness 
had devised little methods of making the whole 
Itttractive, in a quaint, whimsical, ingenious 
way. But what of grace or picturesqueness 
could she supply from her scant little wardrobe I 

A faded muslin frock — the fault of which 
must have been a deficiency of material, even 
in its palmy days of eighteen years ago — was 
brought out and shaken, and then donned in 
perfect and unquestioning content. After that a 
funny little bow, which might originally have 
been a doll's decoration, was tied to the end of 
her long plat ; and, when she had brought the 
thick coil round to judge of the effect, with no 
hindrance from her disfiguring old looking-glass, 
she smiled to herself, thinking how gay she 
was, and wondering whether Celia would con- 
sider she was properly dressed. For hadn't 
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Celia had on a Summer dress that very day ia 
the sunshine ? 

" An' ye've platted yer hair afrish, I do de- 
clare \" exclaimed Kitty, half closing her dim 
eyes, as she scrutinized Nora on her return to 
the kitchen. « Well, I'd think that throuble 
enough wance a day. I'm glad ye're riddy, 
though. The Docthor's round in the yurrd." 

"He herel" cried Nora, her tone more dis- 
appointed than surprised. '^ And only six eggs, 
Kitty 1" 

" Well, an' won't that be more'n one apiece? 
I've bin in an' sit the cloth, Miss Nora; yer 
grandpa an' the gintleman's sat far aparrt — 
dade I think the gintleman's farther aparrt thin 
yer grandpa." 

'* And what did you think of the gentleman V* 
questioned the girl — for she had no one else to 
question. 

'^Jist naught," replied Kitty, provokingly 
devoted to her saucepan ; " I jist couldn't look 
at him for wonthering who could ha' washen 
his collar and his wristbins so white — sich a 
waste o' soap. Ye needn't be lookin' so harrd 
at those six eggs. Miss Nora ; the harrdest stare 
in yer eye won't make 'em eight." 

^' I shall not go in to dinner," the girl said» 
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with a sigh ; " I will have some bread and 
cheese here. There will be only two eggs each 
even then. Oh, Kitty, if we had but a little 
money now and then 1" 

" What he's I to say about ye ?" asked Kitty, 
pausing with, the dish in her hand. '' Head- 
achin's the best complaint furr ye." 

" Perhaps they won't ask,'' said Nora, dis- 
mally, as she cut her bread and cheese. "If 
they do, I'd better have a headache ; '* but, if 
they seem sorry, say I shall be better in an 
hour, and will go in." 

^*Did they ask?" she questioned, eagerly, 
when the old servant returned. 

^'Yis, me dear — one of 'em. Oh, don't be 
queschinin' me. I farrgit which it wur. I've 
put iverythin on the table now. Yer grandpa 
says he won't need me agin." 

Nora, forgetting her bread and cheese before 
she was half-way through it, rose, and, pass- 
ing through the chilly hall, went into a favour- 
ite room of hers, where she had tried to make 
the shabby old books into friends as well as 
furniture, and had her pet lounging place in a 
little window-seat in one corner. Here she had 
sat for only a few minutes, when she fancied 
that the door behind her had been pushed ajar. 
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But, when she had looked round and found 
there was no one in the room with her, she 
fancied one of the dogs had looked in, as he 
went about in his inert search for food. 

So she sat on in the fading light, wrapped in 
a deep, wide, wonderful thought, which she 
fancied was only the continuation of an old 
day-dream, until suddenly she started up and 
listened, her heart beating, and her eyes soft 
and radiant. But the step which crossed the 
hall, and came straight up to her without pause, 
was a familiar step, and she leaned back again in 
her old position, and turned her eyes once more 
to the pale pink light above the dreary bog. 

"Nora," said Doctor Armstrong, speaking 
coaxingly, as he took up her left hand, which 
lay nearest him, and pressed his fingers on her 
pulse, "what has given you a headache to- 
day r 

" Eggs," answered Nora, laughing ; but Nuel 
Armstrong noticed how swiftly she tried to 
draw away her hand, and how readily her eyes 
— so large and beautiful in the pale light — went 
back from his face to the distant sunset. 

He stood a moment in hesitation — angry hesi- 
tation, though she did not know it — and then 
he sat down beside her, still holding the round 
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ivhite wrist in his strong, supple fingers. He 
was a man of more than forty ; yet .time had 
travelled so smoothly with him that his face was 
unlined, and the glossy surface of his light- 
brown hair was undisfigured by any silver 
thread. His mouth was well formed, though 
it was weak and sensual, and the long upper 
lip was bare ; but the chin was handsome, and 
almost resolute, and the soft brown whiskers 
were not allowed to cover it. If any one had 
told Nora just then that Dr. Armstrong was 
ten years older than the gentleman who had 
driven her home that day, she would have 
laughed at the truth as a jest. 

" My dear little Nora," Nuel Armstrong said 
presently, in a soft plausible voice, " how can I 
believe you are really suffering, when you look 
«o fresh and so lovely ? Yet I feel sure you 
would not tell me a falsehood." 

"I did," acknowledged Nora, with a nod. 
*' At least, I let Kitty do it for me, which was 
worse. I had reasons. Fm coming in pre- 
sently, though, to grandpa and Mr. Poynz." 

" He — you've seen him then?" Dr. Armstrong 
had changed his speech too swiftly for Nora 
to notice it; and while she looked so far away 
upon that fading sunset light, of course she 
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could not Bee the furtive watchfulness of hi» 
steady gaze into her face. 

" Yes ; he came home with me to-day. He is 
a friend of Will's." 

" I think/' observed Doctor Armstrong, his 
voice low and harsh^ " that, after a three years*^ 
absence, it would be maidenly for you to say 
Mr. Foster:' 

" I suppose so," she assented, simply. '* Celia 
did. Nuel, where is this verse V It's like 
hundreds of others ; it haunts me without my 
having a notion where I saw it — 

^ Well-grown and well-compacted was that redoubted guest ;. 
Long were his legs and sinewj, and deep and broad his chest; 
His hair that once was sable with grey was dashed of late \ 
Most terrible his yisage, and lordly was his gait.' 

If I were educated," mused the girl, " I should 
know who that was." 

'^And what the happier would you be?"" 
inquired Nuel Armstrong, laying one hand upon 
her shoulder, with a hasty touch which mad& 
her shrink. '' Wait a little while, and you shall 
be educated with a care and watchfulness which 
few girls know. Every step of your education 
shall be an hour of bliss, my darling ; and every 
lesson you are taught shall be on a theme that 
women love." 
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" I saw Miss Foster at the Vicarage to-day, 

Nora said, without staying to consider what 

Nuel meant. "She came with Mr. Poynz to 

Ireland. She looked so — so elegant, and she is* 

so educated, Nuel." 

« 

*' She came with Mr. Poynz, did she ?" het 
queried, looking into the girl's face with a 
smile which she did not understand. ''Then 
we may naturally conclude that they two are^ 
about to become husband and wife." 

"Are they, d'you think?" she questioned,, 
bringing her eyes Wk to bis face for a moment 
— for she had for years been told what a very 
clever man Doctor Armstrong was — " How^ 
strange that I never thought of that 1" 

" Why strange, my darling ? Others being 
in love is nothing to you.'^ 

"I wonder what it's like" — Nora spoke in 
her fresh untroubled voice, though her smil& 
was a little dreamy — " to be in love." 

"Like!" repeated Nuel Armstrong, rising 
and standing over the girl's leaning figure, as. 
he answered in a rapid, unsteady whisper* 
" It's like no other sensation on earth? — no other I 
It makes life one long strain after something^ 
that is misery as well as happiness. It makes 
us helpless to rule our own destinies — for good 
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or ill. It makes a man stand in one narrow 
43pot, holding all his world in his arms, while 
his heart burns and his brain aches. It makes 
the world so small to him that all its beauty is 
in one face, all its music in one voice, and all 
its rapture in one kiss." 

She had risen then, and was Jooking at him 
in simple, pained surprise. He was so moved — 
this quiet clever man to whom she had been 
taught to look up with admiration — so moved 1 

'' I don't like to hear this," she said, frankly, 
though very gently. " I don't wish to think it. 
I should like to think that love makes us happier 
and better ; that instead of making the world 
smaller, it makes it larger and more beautiful to 
us, and makes us help to make it larger and 
more beautiful for others. That is my fancy, 
Nuel, and I like the fancy. Besides, I daresay 
if 1 were to ask some one else " 

His face darkened at her simple words, as if 
they had a covert meaning. 

" Don't ask anyone else," he said, in his harsh, 
authoritative tones ; ^' it is not right for a girl 
to do." 

" Nuel," cried Nora, with burning cheeks, 
stepping farther from him, '* you say strange 
things to me sometimes. If you are much older 
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and very clever, and I ,am so — so ignorant of 
everything, and so uneducated " 

She broke down there, and stopped, for fear 
of being betrayed into tears before him, but ho 
started forward and caught her hand hurriedly* 

" Educated 1" he cried, with a hard, quick 
laugh. ''You will be educated soon enough^ 
Heaven knows ! Have patience, Nora ; it is not 
time yet." 

" Take your hand away, please,^' she said,, 
looking gravely up into his face, utterly uncon- 
scious that he could read some new courage 
there, beyond the old fearless, child-like spirit ; 
" I ^m going to grandpa." 

Bather slowly, and almost timidly, she pushed 
open the door of their general sitting-room ; but 
in the first moment of her entrance she saw 
(even though only one meagre candle burned in 
an old metal sconce against the wainscot) that, 
except for her grandfather's spare little figure 
in his cushionless arm-chair, the long room was 
empty. 

*'0h, you're up again, are you!" he said, 
scrutinising her. '^ Armstrong went an hour 
ago to fetch you to say good-bye to the 
Englishman, but he found you were gone to 
bed." 
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CHAPTER ni. 

O earth, that soundest hollow tinder me. 

Tennyson. 

WHILE Nora had sat dreaming, at that 
favourite window of hers on the western 
side of the house, Mark Poynz, smiling a little 
over her sudden illness, as if he were a connois- 
seur in whims of all kinds, walked down the old 
avenue — so silent and shadowy in the April 
"twilight — and out into the road which skirted 
the bog, and along which he had driven Nora 
that afternoon. Perhaps he was thinking of 
the drive, and emulating Borak's pace, for, 
though he walked without pause or looking 
'back, his step was slow and leisurely. And 
there was another similarity too, for, when he 
reached the cottage on the roadside, at which 
Borak had stopped, he stopped too. A woman 
■stood in the open doorway, and he began to 
talk to her in the coolest, and easiest and most 



NORA'S LOVE TEST. 47 

natural way possible ; and when, two or three 
minutes afterwards^ he was sitting on her 
hearth, with her and her invalid son, it all 
seemed the most ordinary thing in the world. 
He sat just opposite the little sketch of the 
English house ; and what more natural than for 
him to speak of it, and to admire its pretty 
frame of bog-oak ? And then what more natu- 
ral than for the Englishwoman — who through all 
her early womanhood had lived among the Eng- 
lish gentry and recognised one of them by in- 
stinct — to tell the story of that house, so far as 
she knew it? And Mr. Poynz sat and listened, 
looking now into the low turf fire, and now up 
at the pretty little sketch, but without a shade 
of weariness, and never without a pleasant look 
of interest on his firelit face. 

" Beautiful ! You may well say so, sir. It 
was the most beautiful house I ever saw, and 
Miss Kate painted it just like. Notice that one 
wide low window between the two towers, will 
you, sir ? That was the young master's room. 
The window opens like two doors, you see, on 
to those wide steps ; and then that path leads 
straight to the lake — just a mile the lake is 
round— and the park slopes down to it all 
round, you see. Notice that, please, before I 
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go on with my story. The young maBter — the 
master he was by all rights, though we alwaya 
called him Mr. Arthur — lived a good deal of his 
life in this room, for he'd always something in 
hand, an invention, or an improvement, or a 
discovery; and instead of riding after the 
hounds, and shooting and farmings like other 
gentlemen, he would shut himself up there ; 
and sometimes there'd be a smell of chemist's 
things, and sometimes there'd be the steam of 
engines, and sometimes there'd be great litters. 
But still it didn't matter, for, even if I was 
sent to clear the room, Mr. Arthur helped me, 
and did twice as much as I did. Miss Kate 
went into his room but rarely, for she was 
always with the old lady — by the old lady, sir, 
I mean Mr. Arthur's great-aunt, who owned the 
money that was to free all the land, which for 
years had been getting smaller and smaller^ 
until poor Mr. Arthur owned little beyond the 
park. The very house, they used to say, 
was pawned like over his head. But old Mrs. 
Say had more money than would buy back all 
the big estate that went with the title coming 
to Mr. Arthur ; and old Mrs. Say was dying 
slowly now, in this very house. What sort of 
an old lady, sir ? Why, about the very worst 
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Bort of old lady anybody could possibly know I 
From morning to night, and from night to 
morning, she woke only to eat and scold, and 
make Miss Kate's life a long, miserable slavery* 
Why she came to stay with Mr. Arthur through 
that whole year of fault-jBnding we never could 
make out — and we always thought it dangerous 
— but that she should have brought poor Miss 
Kate, to show how she could martyr a patient, 
pretty young girl, we thought more dangerous 
still. Miss Kate was some sort of a relation of 
the rich old lady's ; but we always felt it was 
more her kind-heartedness than her need of a 
home, that kept her at her tiring, thankless 
post. So time went on, and the only wonder to 
us was that their patience held out so long, 
especially Mr. Arthur's, for I don't think he ever 
came near her bed — she lay in bed that whole 
year — without having spiteful words said to him 
about his want of money, and the misery of that 
great house with so few servants in it. I know I 
wanted often to advise her to go out of it ; but 
somehow we always remembered in time that 
her money would soon be Mr. Arthur's, and — of 
course I know it was wrong, sir, but how could 
we help it t — and wished the time would come 
quickly. 

VOL. I. E 
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" A whole year passed, as I said, and Mrs. 
Say got worse only in her temper. Any hired 
nurse would have left long and long before, 
"but Miss Kate cared for her, and watched her 
sstill, patient and faithful, and Miss Kate's great 
help was a gentle old Indian woman who 
had been her own nurse. She was a help to us 
all, besides taking a great deal of the responsi- 
bility oflF Miss Kate, and some of the labour too, 
though old Mrs. Say still persisted in worrying 
either Miss Kate or Mr. Arthur over every 
blessed trifle. But when a second Winter came 
round, she got really worse, though slowly, and 
if we'd known it no other way, we should have 
known it by her terrible fretfulness and spite. 

'' I needn't make the tale very long, though, 
need I, sir V One night — she'd been awake all 
the evening, and very violent — the doctor hav- 
ing to go out himself, sent his young assistant 
up to the Hall with a little phial, and he was 
himself to explain the contents to Miss Kate. 
She was to pour just six drops into water, and 
give it to the sick lady if she could not rest or 
«leep through the night — not more, on any 
account. Mr. Arthur was present, and listened 
as well as Miss Kate, for he often sat up with 
her through most of the night. I so well re- 



■B 



NORA'S LOVE TEST. 51 

member my last visit into the sick-room that 
night. The old lady lay fretting and complain- 
ing even in her sleep; Miss Kate sat by the 
bed, close to the little table which held the 
medicines, her hands folded, and a great weari- 
ness in her attitude ; Mr. Arthur sat before the 
fire, far from the bed, looking thoroughly worn 
and despondent, but wide awake. In the outer 
room the nurse sat sleeping in an easy-chair — 
for a night or two of wakefulness always wore 
her thoroughly out, and she was obliged to 
make up for it. I had begged Miss Kate to let 
me sit up this one night, but she wouldn't hear 
of it; so I went away heavy-hearted enough, 
but not much more so than we servants — there 
were so few of us, you see — had been for many 
a night past. 

" In the pitch darkness of the Winter night I 
awoke in a great tremor, for some one had 
come noiselessly into my room. I don't know 
to this moment who it was, for the instant I 
heard the summons I rose and went to Miss 
Kate — for two or three nights I had slept in 
my clothes, expecting this very call. Mr. Arthur 
had gone for the doctor. Miss Kate was press- 
ing brandy through the closed teeth, the old 
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nurse was chafing one hand ; but I saw in a 
minute that all these things were too late. 
• ** When did it happen ?" I whispered to the 
nurse. And she whispered back, with her lips 
quite white, " I was asleep. I shall never for- 
give myself, for I was asleep." The doctor 
came just then — the young assistant who had 
been sent with the sleeping drops the night 
before, for Mrs. Say's own doctor had not yet 
returned home — and he went through some 
forms, which showed themselves at once as 
forms to us all, because we knew so well that 
nothing could be done now. But we all knew 
what it meant when he took up the phial, and 
found it empty. And when he looked from it 
down upon the old lady, we knew she had died 
by poison. 

^' That day went on, sir, and the next, and I^^ 
can never tell you how we came to know it first. 
The surgeon who found and carried away the 
empty phial, could tell that part of the story 
better than I, but at last I understood the sus- 
picion, though I don't know whether any one else 
did ; for not one word could I utter of it to my 
fellow-servants. On the third morning there 
was an inquest called, and the young doctor, I 
believe, made it all clear enough, and we were 



mma 



NORA^S LOVE TEST. 53 

all made to help. I don't know what was said, 
but everybody soon knew that Mr. Arthur was 
sorely in need of the old lady's money, and 
very tired of her tempers, and had had to drop 
the poison because Miss Kate had fallen asleep 
beside the bed, and the old nurse had never 
awakened at all in the outer room. But some- 
thing prevented its being possible to end the 
inquest then — either the great London physi- 
cian hadn't finished his examination, or the 
sudden heavy fall of snow had kept away 
somebody who was important — at any rate, 
the inquest had to be adjourned, as they said. 
When Mr. Arthur came in, latest of all of us, 
from this first inquest, I was in the little sit-' 
ting-room, at the foot of that east tower, sir, 
you see the two narrow windows — sitting with 
Miss Eate. I had brought in tea for two, 
thinking Mr. Arthur might like to see it when 
he came in out of the snow and dusk, as I 
have a fancy that tea laid in a room gives it a 
homely look — and goodness knows the old Hall 
could not feel very homely that day to anyone. 
When Miss Kate heard his step, she got up 
very quietly from her seat, and stood with her 
face hidden on the chimney-piece. * Don't go, 
Rachael,' she said, very low ; but, though she'd 
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been crying a great deal, I saw she wasn't cry- 
ing then. 

"Mr. Arthur came into the house silently, 
yet with a hurried step, I fancied, and I heard 
him pause in the doorway, as if looking out ; 
and then he entered the room slowly and 
quietly — Ah 1 no wonder we'd all seen the last 
of any life or spirit about Mr. Arthur 1 He went 
up to the fire, and stood opposite Miss Kate, 
telling her what I've said about the inquest. I 
looked first at one pale face, and then at the 
other; and then I went out of the room 
without a sound, and shut myself in my bed- 
room, and cried for hours. I didn't know why, 
sir — I scarcely know now, — yet, when I recall 
the two faces, even to-night, a little of the 
same misery seems to come back to me. I 
fancy I see her now as she looks intently up at 
hita, her lips shaking, her eyes dark and 
miserable, as they search and search his face ; 
and I see him, all his features stiff and still, yet 
his eyes trying to look easily and kindly upon 
her— as at other times, when this darkness had 
not lain over the house. 

"As I came down again from my room, I 
stayed at one of the windows on the stairs, 
partly that I might look out on the snowy 
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scene, and get my eyes to lose the marks of 
tears, and partly in my silly unwillingness to 
pass the room where that strange death had 
happened; and, as I stood looking out, Miss 
Kate's old nurse came gently up and stood 
behind me. ' What do you see V she whispered, 
anxiously. I had seen nothing then; but it 
made me watch, and in a minute or two after- 
wards I turned sharply round, and, passing 
her, ran noiselessly downstairs and into the 
little sitting-room where I had left Miss Kate 
and Mr. Arthur. Miss Kate was sitting there 
alone, her face bowed in her hands ; and, when 
I told her, whispering and stammering, that 
the house was watched, she only raised it very 
slowly and wearily, and looked me in the face, 
dazed like. * Please tell Mr. Arthur,' I entreat- 
ed; * please warn him.' *Tou go/ she said, 
almost in her natural tones. ^ He is in the 
library.' That's the room, sir, that I told you 
of, with the wide window opening to the steps* 
I knocked at the door again and again, but got 
no answer; so at last. I tried the handle, and 
found the door was locked on the inside* 
When I went back to Miss Kate, I expected 
her to be nervous and frightened; but some- 
how I could not help fancying she was not 
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surprised at alL But, when I told this to the 
nurse, she cried like a baby. * If he attempts 
to escape on such a night as this,' she said, ' it 
will be as if he walked straight into prison of 
his own accord.' And then, as she had done a 
hundred times before, she clasped her hands 
and moaned piteously, ^ Oh ! if I could but 
have kept awake just that one night 1' It was 
pitiful to hear her — as I'd heard her so often, 
when she thought no one was by — moaning 
this, with her hands folded, and the longing on 
her face just like a prayer. 

" Of course I knew, just as well as anyone, 
that no escape could be possible for Mr. Arthur 
that night. The snow lay quite six inches 
deep all round the house, and yet there was no 
hope of another storm which could hide the deep 
marks which any footsteps must make. Hour 
after hour went on, and Miss Eate seemed to 
have no thought of going to bed ; so nurse and 
I sat up too, listening keenly to every sound, 
yet dreading, above all, the opening of that 
one door into Mr. Arthur's room. It was still 
about half an hour before the hour at which we 



had calculated there would be daylight, when a 
long, sharp ring at the hall bell startled us 
both. Miss Kate had drawn the bolts even 
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before I reached it, and was standing there with 
the lamplight behind her, and just the faintest 
daylight on the snowy scene before, with her 
head bent forward, listening eagerly to a man 
who had come up into the very doorway. I 
€Oon knew what it was, though I hadn't heard 
the first words. This man had, as he went round 
the house even before the first glimmer of dawn, 
seen footmarks in the snow^ and had traced 
them from that wide window of Mr. Arthur's 
room down to the lake. There were no prints 
of returning steps^ and he must be allowed to 
enter that room. I don't know what more he 
eaid, because that was such a terrible morning 
for us all, Mr. Arthur's door was broken open 
— for, though we could easily have walked in 
through the window, it was not allowed, 
because of those footprints in the snow — and 
the room was empty. Though I was not 
allowed to go in, I saw that it looked only as it 
had looked to me day after day for years. 
From the open window those marks of foot- 
fiteps lay clear and deep on every step, and 
down the gravel path and to the lake. The 
very fact alone, so I heard it said, of their 
keeping to the path, through the thick covering 
of snow which made garden and park all one. 
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would have proved them Mr. Arthur's ; but 
there never could be any question, of course. 
His boots were brought, and fitted exactly — 
aqd certainly no other man's foot about the 
place would have been so small — and to make 
certainty more certain, when they stopped at 
the lake, his watch lay on the ground where 
the snow was beaten and disturbed down to the 
water's edge, telling its own tale as plainly as 
any words could tell it. And all round the 
lake, except in that one spot^ the snow lay deep 
and undisturbed. 

*' Yes, sir, they dragged the lake, and once, 
from quite the middle, they brought up Mr* 
Arthur's coat ; but the body was never found. 
I remember Mr. Arthur's cousin, who came over 
soon — he was the gentleman who got the estate 
and all the money — said the body was never 
likely to be found, because the lake was full of 
such dangerous holes^ and I heard the magis- 
trates say so too. Years and years before, one 
of the children from the Hall had been drowned 
there, and the body never found. That's the 
story, sir. Do you wonder that we few ser- 
vants who had loved Mr. Arthur, should have 
left when he died, even if we had had no other 
reason ?" 
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** And Miss Kate T 

"Miss Kate," returned the woman, quiet-' 
ly, "went away from the Hall with her old 
nurse, 1 don't know where they are now. I 
think her heart was broken. Poor Miss Kate I" 

"Was there no faint chance of this crime 
having been committed by Miss Kate or the 
nurse ?" asked Mr. Poynz, speaking in his usual 
leisurely tones, but looking into the woman's 
face earnestly and intently. 

" They thought of that, sir, as they seemed 
to think of everything, *' Rachael Corr an- 
swered, simply — and it was plain to see that 
the thought had been familiarised to her long- 
ago — " but they could not think it long. Nurse 
slept so soundly they only awoke her by 
an effort, and Mr. Arthur himself had acknow- 
ledged that he did not sleep at all that night, 
and that the nurse had never entered the bed- 
room until after the death. Miss Kate's story 
was just as short. She had sat beside the bed 
all night, the table with the medicine on it by 
her ; she had given the six drops at midnight, 
and after that she might have dozed a little, a& 
the sick lady went to sleep at once. It was 
about four o'clock when Mrs. Say sprang up ia 
such agony, and then fell back dead.^^ 
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'^ Was there no chance of her having taken 
the drops with her own hand ?" 

" Utterly impossible, sir, as her hands were 
•helpless." 

" And — your story has interested me great- 
ly^ and you must excuse my asking these 
-questions — was it quite impossible, too, that 
anyone could have been rescued from the 
lake!" 

The woman's eyes were full of a natural 
quiet surprise as she turned them on her 
questioner. 

"I haven't told my story very well, sir," 
she said, "or you would have understood. 
The snow on the lake shore was untouched all 
round, except in that one place where the foot- 
steps led to the water, but not from it. Could 
anything be plainer, sir? The boats were both 
in the boat-house, which was locked, and had 
been locked for months. And, sir, heyond all 
ihis," added Rachael, sadly, '' where he fell, the 
soil and grass had been clutched at last — des- 
perately, they said.'' 

" I will not ask you any more," said Mark, 
his voice full of sympathy, as he rose ; *^ and I 
am much obliged to you for interesting me so. 
If I chance to stay in Ireland over to-morrow, 
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may I call in again t I have a proposal to 
make to your son." 

"To Micky, sir?" inquired the woman, with a 
smile towards the sick lad's chair. " I shall be^ 
very glad, sir. He's like my own, is Micky." 

Mr. Poynz, leaning with one hand on the 
kitchen chair from which he had risen, under- 
stood in this speech an unexpressed reservation 
with regard to her elder step-son, but did not 
notice it in words. 

" Then good evening now," he said, and 
offered his hand both to Rachael and the sick 
boy. 

'* Micky," said his mother, coming back 
thoughtfully to the fire, after watching her 
visitor as far as she could in the gloom, " I like 
him — don't you, dear? He didn't look tired of 
me and my story." 

"He knew the house, mother," observed 
Michael. " His eyes went roightly to ivery spot 
afore you pointed it out. T watched him, and 
Vm sure — I've nothin' to do but watch now, 
have I? Mother," he went on, presently, 
looking up at her as she stood beside him, 
" I've bin thinkin' another thing while I listen- 
ed to ye — It's little I do but think now. Was 
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that yonng docthor you've bin speakin' of 
Docthor ArmBtroDg !" 

*• Doctor Nuel ArmBtrong — yes." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

'^ A message from the blest, 
Or bodily unrest ; 
A call to Heayenly good, 
A fever in the blood : 
What are ye, vague desirefi ? 
What are ye?" 

IN the frail shivering circle of light afforded 
by an attenuated candle from one of the 
old metal sconces which were fixed here and there 
on the walls at Traveere, Nora sat after Mark 
Poynz's departure, deep in study. The book was 
a dilapidated old dictionary, miniis many im- 
portant pages, but Nora had decided that she 
need not fret for the missing pages until she 
knew all the others by heart. 

*'By that time," she mused, as with pride 
she found herself quite in the middle of the first 
page, and rested a few moments to glance at 
.the end, and see with satisfaction that there 



61 NORA'S LOYE TEST. 

were bat five hundred and seveDtj-one, *^I shall 
be educated in lots of things^ because, of course, 
a dictionary explains everything so exactly. 
Abecedarian, 9^ a teacher of the ABC. Abed^ 
ad^ in bed or on the bed. Aberration^ s^ an 
alienation of mind. Abet ^ 

Her hands, which held the book so very close 
both to her eyes and to the candle, dropped in 
her lap with no apparent unwillingness, as the 
creaking bed-room door was pushed back upon 
its solitary hinge ; but the old servant's entrance 
could not surprise her, as her ears had followed 
the heavy footsteps down the long bare pas- 
sage. 

" A purthy lenth of a way this he's for me 
to be sent afther ye^ Miss Nora," Kitty said, 
seating herself on a box in the gloom near the 
door. "Put away that rustful old book, an' 
come down — the Docthor's waitin'." 

" Not for me," responded Nora, returning se- 
dately to the study of her dictionary. "I'm 
engaged, you can say." 

" Saints alive 1 An' who be y' engaged to t 
That's what he'll ask, me dear. I can't tell lies 
'thout a bit o' toime to think 'em through. Now 
I can't wait. There's my kitchen all through- 
other, an' yer grandpa helpless and cross, 
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rabbin' his bald cap jist as if his battered ould 
head had hurrt him." 

"Presently,'' said Nora, glanciog kindly 
across at the old woman, " I shall teach you to- 
place words properly in your sentences, Kitty^ 
btit &st I must study a little more myself." 

"D'ye think it he's lamin' I want?" askei 
Kitty, briskly. ** Bless ye, no ; we're forbid it 
in the Book. I've hurrd it often. We're to 
be like lilies an' sparras an' thim as know no- 
thin'. Now thin. Miss Nora, I can't stay here,, 
'thout ye let me go down." 

" Go whenever you like," laughed Nora. " I'm 
not coming." 

"Thin what'll I say to the Docthor!" 

** Remind him that an hour ago I went to- 
bed," replied Nora, quietly. " He will under- 
stand ihaU^^ 

Left alone once more, she raised the old 
book again in her right hand, close to tho^ 
candle, and brought forward the thick plait and 
held that with her left, as if an occasional 
twinge were necessary to pull her up to her 
task. Presently a footstep sounded outside the 
house, making a deliberate pause under th& 
scantily shaded, but still more scantily lighted,, 
windows of Nora's bed-room, before passing on 
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out of hearing. Then Nora put down her 
l>ook and rose, lifting her arms above her 
head for a few moments, as if close application 
were unusual with her, and its effects to be got 
rid of as early as possible. 

"Goin* down agin, are ye?'' ejaculated Bdtty, 
when^ on her way up to bed, she heard her 
young mistress's step in the dark — for Colonel 
St. George allowed no candles to be carried 
about the house. ^ Sure that's quare ; an' Fm 
jist afther tellin' the Docthor yer own mes- 
senges, as ye'd bin in bed an' asleep ftir hours, 
as he knew it 'thout tellin' — yer own words, me 
dear." 

" If I am ever obliged to send for sorrow," 
«aid Nora, laughing, as she stood a minute in 
the dark^ with one gentle hand on the old 
woman's shoulder, '^I shall send you. Tou 
would be sure to bring me something else." 

The gloomy sitting-room, where Nora had 
left her grandfather, was empty and in dark- 
ness : so she went across the hall to an equally 
gloomy room at the back, which was the old 
Oolonel's bed-room. No candle was burning 
there when, in answer to her rap, he had bidden 
her enter ; but through the unshuttered and un- 
•curtained window there came just light enough 
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for her to distinguish the small bent form stand- 
ing on the hearth. 

" What is it, child V he asked, as he went on 
winding his huge Bilver watch by feeling. 

"Only to bid good night, grandpa," Nora 
i&swered, depositing a warm though somewhat 
brief kiss upon his lean cheek, " and just to ask 
you how you are, and how — youVe enjoyed 
yourself?" 

'* If that's all, you'd better go to bed," re- 
joined the old soldier, with martial brerity. 

"Grandpa," inquired Nora, placidly, **are 
you glad the English gentleman came V 

" Glad, child I What did it matter to me f 

" Then, of course," pursued Nora, conscious of 
a keen diplomacy, "you're very glad he has 
gone away — for ever ?" 

There was no answer, so the conclusion of 
the sentence came in wistfully — "Isn't he, 
grandpa?" 

" No, confound him ! He's as likely as not to 
turn up to-morrow. Go to bed, child." 

Nora kissed the old man again, urged by 
some irresistible impulse, and then she left him 
in the dark, standing by the one piece of pro- 
perty which seemed precious to him — a smalliron 
safe fixed into the wall between his bed and the 
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fireplace. The girl's step was light as she re- 
trod the loDg passages in the dark, and^ by 
force as much of her own bright thoughts as 
by the natural force of contrast, her candle 
seemed to emit a radiant light. From a chair 
— where it had lain since she had thrown it 
off that evenings to prepare for dinner with 
her new guest — she took the untrimmed hat 
which had to-day, for the first time^ struck 
her as a piece of head gear which might pos- 
sibly be considered curious in civilised society. 
Surely she could find something to put upon 
it which would make it look neat for church oa 
the morrow. 

On her knees before her musty old hair trunk, 
which she had dragged within the light of the 
candle, the girl took each separate article from its 
place^ thoughtfully examining it, and laying it 
aside with regret when she found it useless 
for her purpose. Poor child! How few things 
there were over which she could be doubtful 
even for those few moments of hesitation I 

At last there came a longer pause, and then 
a smile. She had found an old black lace veil, 
which had never once been opened since it had 
been folded by other hands than hers, and she 
held it quite tenderly. Wouldn't it make the 
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fihabby brown hat look quite diflferent ? Hadn^t 
even Celia herself had a hat trimmed with lace 
last Summer? Perhaps even Miss Foster 
would have one to-morrow 1 These happy 
thoughts ran through her mind as she twisted 
the veil round the high-peaked crown; and, 
lightly and deftly tacked the ends. Then 
in a perfect content she put the hat aside 
for the morrow. There was no, need to try it 
on, even if she could have seen herself properly ; 
BO she put it away with great care and tender- 
ness, foreboding nothing of the amusing 
remarks it would on the morrow elicit from 
Miss Foster, or the shamed blushes with which 
Celia would, with a sigh, acknowledge that it 
was a pity Nora looked '^ so odd.'^ 

Anticipating nothing of this, with a light 
step, and now and then a soft and cheerful 
snatch of song, Nora prepared for bed ; and, 
when she had given her last pleased glance at 
the worn hat with its funereal decoration, she 
said to herself, in the freshest and blithest con- 
tent — 

" It is a great improvement. How I wonder 
why I never should have thought of it till to- 
day 1 Won't Celia be pleased V* 

As soon as the sun was high enough above 
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the bog next morning, to shine in dewy effigy 
upon the rank and scattered blades of grass, 
Nora was out of doors giving the gaunt dogs 
a scamper. True her mind was burdened a 
little by the fear that she ought [to seize every 
spare hour for study ; but then with relief came 
the idea that she did not know what book it 
would be right to study on a Sunday, so she 
could spare just this one day — which " would 
be such a happy one I^^ Of course, if any one 
had chanced just then to ask her how the day 
was to be a happy one, she would have been 
more at a loss for an answer than it usually, 
under any circumstances, fell to her lot to be ; but 
still, deep down below the fluttering resolutions 
of future study, lay, very firm indeed, the trust 
that this was to be an unusually happy day* 

Yet, for all that, the day went on just like 
all other Sundays which the girPs memory held. 
There were the animals to visit in the misty 
fairness of the early morning ; there was the 
old white cow to lead out of the sitting-room, 
to which she always wandered just at milking- 
time; there were the cats to feed upon the 
kitchen-hearth, with all the scraps of porridge 
fatty would bestow ; and then there was her 
usual journey to fetch her grand&ther, while 
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Kitty poured the stiraboat into two saucers 
— a large one for Colonel St. Oeorge, and a 
small one for Nora — ^putting beside each a cup 
of skimmed milk. There was the same meal 
she had eaten hundreds of times before, there 
was just the usual jerkiness about the conversa- 
tion, in consequence of her maintaining her 
part indefatigablj, in defiance of her grand- 
father's morose silence, and then there were the 
usual question and answer with which they 
separated — 

" May I drive you to church, grandpa V 
*' And let Breen skulk about ? Rubbish I" 
It was all just the same, and still the girl 
fancied that this day was not to be like other 
days I 

** Grandpa, do go to church a little earlier this 
morning," pleaded Nora^ when he came out to 
ber^ as she stood in the open doorway looking 
wistfully across the bog, though the white- 
washed church at Eilver was not visible. " We 
are always so late ; the service is half over.'' 

"You've no cause to grumble about that/' 
returned the old man, promptly. " We come out 
with the others, don't we ?" 

So it was a quarter past twelve — the service 
at Eilver began at twelve — when the old 
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Colonel sent Nora round to the stable. She led 
Borak herself, though on the driver's seat of the 
car sat a' diminutive old man, his hands com- 
pletely hidden by the long sleeves of an old 
livery waistcoat dotted generously with rents 
and stains, and the whole of his shaggy head 
covered by a huge battered hat, the brim of 
which behind rested on his shoulders. 

" Now, grandpa 1'' cried the girl, in her glad 
young tones ; and then began the lengthy 
weekly process of packing the old man into the 
car, and settling him there. " All right, Breen," 
she added^ as she sprang up to her own side of 
the car after this tardy performance. But they 
had only just turned out of the weedy avenue^ 
when Colonel St. George ordered Borak to be 
stopped, and sent Nora home for his umbrella. 
Considering what a pleasant morning it was, 
and what a disjointed machine was the one 
Traveere umbrella, Nora might have been ex- 
cused for a little impatience over this inter- 
ruption ; but, in her utter happiness, there was 
no room for impatience, and she only laughed a 
little, as she hurried back from the house and 
mounted to her seat again. 

Late though it was yrhen Borak stopped 
dejectedly before the church door, there was 
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another lengthy process to be gone through 
before the old Colonel had sufficiently settled 
himself upon his feet to venture up the aisle on 
Nora's arm. The fact of the service being almost 
half over, signified nothing at all to him, and he 
evidenced that, beyond a doubt, by occasional 
ejaculations, as he settled himself in a comer 
of the large bare pew which belonged to 
Traveere. 

"Eh/* he questioned presently, in a sharp 
semi-whisper, " there's a stranger in the Pen- 
pingtons' pew, isn't there? What's that? 
What's he say the text is ? Pennington always 
mutters as if he'd a plum in his mouth/^ 

"Oh, hush, grandpa 1" was Nora's troubled 
whisper. " Every one can hear/' 

" Then why can't yoti, child, and answer at 
once, without such a bother ? Is that English- 
man here ?" 

" No, grandpa." 

"Hem! Now sit still, and let's hear what 
Pennington makes of his sermon." 

So at last Nora was allowed to be still and 
silent in her corner of the pew, though her 
mind could never be at ease in church, where 
her grandfather was always pettish and rest- 
less. Over the edge of the high pews, she 
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could see Miss Foster's pretty bonnet, with its 
sprays of Summer roses and its hanging cloud 
of snowy net ; and there beside her sat Celia, 
her bright eyes looking straight before her 
decorously, only now and then conveying a 
swift and skilful hint to her brothers to be on 
their good behaviour. For Tom and Nat, though 
of course in a measure impressed by Miss Fos- 
ter's proximity, were still so far lost to the fit* 
ness of things as to surreptitiously elevate their 
heads now and then, and execute a mild con- 
tortion of visage for Nora's benefit. But Nora» 
seeing at a glance how this distressed Celia^ 
turned her eyes resolutely away from the 
YicaVage pew, and fixed them on the faded 
yellow banner at the &r end of the church, in 
whose flimsy folds struggled an equestrian por- 
trait of the great Orange King. But Nora found 
that after twelve years of constant study of it na 
new interest was possible, and so there came into 
her beautiful eyes at last a dreamy look which 
was new to them, but which so comfortably 
convinced Miss Foster that the girPs thoughts 
were far away, that she took the opportunity 
for a steady and unhurried scrutiny of her 
fisice. What she really could see she never 
told ; what she chose to see, she told again and 
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again later that day, laughing at her own sharp 
remarks. 

The heavy old iron plate went its round ; the- 
bare-footed and bare-headed peasantry grinned 
a little as they let it pass them ; the few bon- 
netted villagers laid down their coins cautiously;, 
old Colonel St. George glanced with scorn at it, 
keeping his hands in his pockets, and grumbled 
audibly when Nora laid down the only pennies 
she possessed; and Miss Foster touched its- 
rusty edge so shrinkingly with her primrose 
glove, that the plate dropped upon the floor, 
and her half-crown and the plebeian pennies, 
went rolling into every corner of the pew. 

Then Nora looked across and smiled — ^it 
came so naturally to her to smile when she met 
Celiacs glance I — but she knew in a moment that 
she had done wrong, for Celia turned away her 
eyes without an answering smile. 

The old car was at the church-door when. 
Nora and her grandfather reached it, but Celia 
still lingered with Miss Foster in the Vicarage- 
pew. The start with her grandfather, the 
shouting and shoving and inevitable search for- 
his umbrella, were as familiar to Nora in every 
item as any of the tasks which, through all her 
life^ had come back to her with every week ; yet 
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on this day it all seemed different. Tom 
•and Nat never came out to see Borak, and ex- 
<)itedl7 to impart to Nora various items of news 
gathered since their last meeting, and with diffi- 
cultj suppressed during service hours. As this 
had always happened before this day, on its sud- 
den cessation, Nora found herself gazing rather 
blankly towards the open door, while Breen, 
with varied grunts and one or two encouraging 
ahouts, assisted Borak to start by a good for- 
ward tug at bis bit. But, when they had left 
the little white-washed church behind, and 
Borak was performing a slow march across the 
bog, all the girl's natural lightheartedness came 
back, and she even laughed at herself for that 
Tague feeling of disappointment which she 
barely understood. 

^* Grandpa," she said^ during one of Borak's 
voluntary pauses, while they sat awaiting his 
pleasure, ^* I wonder what an English Sunday is 
like." 

There was no answer, but then the girl was 
accustomed to this reception of her remarks, 
And she knew that very few of them were worth 
repeating often enough to ensure some kind of 
areply, 

" I daresay/' she went on, cheerfully address- 
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ing herself, ** that anybody who was used to- 
tunes on the bells, and coloured windows, and 
beautiful Sunday dresses, would soon go back 
to England from here, wouldn't they ?" 

The questioning silence was broken only by 
Breen's appeals to Borak to '^ come out o' that," 
and Nora asserted the fact again, quietly ta 
herself, without any interrogation at all now, 
even in the tone — " Yes, they would soon go 
back to England." 

When, with a huge, final shake, the old car 
stopped at the door of Traveere, one consump- 
tive axle-pin languidly gave way, and the 
venerable Colonel was deposited head-foremost 
in the hall of his ancestors. 

"I suppose," said Nora, thoughtfully, as sho 
assisted him to rise, and put his skinny fingers on 
her arm, '* you've been in so many real battles, 
grandpa, that you d be offended if I asked you 
whether this hurt." 

** Bah ! Don't forget my umbrella." 

As she promised to remember, she led him 
to his bed-room, and up to the tall stool which 
stood before the iron safe. Of course he would 
spend his Sunday afternoon where he had 
always spent it ; and the routine was only too 
familiar to the girl, and would have been pur* 
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sued even unconsciouely. Then, during the 
• quiet afiternoon bours, she sat in the kitchen 
reading to Kitty, who, in spite of having no 
back to her chair, and through all the thrilling 
interest of a detached chapter of '^Up and 
Down the Ladder " — which Nora had selected 
from some loose leaves of old serials, in the 
conviction that it related to Jacob — slept 
serenely. 

" I think," remarked Nora, lifting her eyes at 
last, ^' that you don't care about it very much, 
Eitty^ — nor do I. Jacob doesn't seem to come 
into it, nor any Bible people that I know. 1 
think I'll go to sleep too, like you." 

She leaned her head against the smoke- 
stained wall, and closed her eyes determinately; 
but, after she bad, with strong resolution, kept her 
quivering eyelids together for the short space 
of half a minute^ she sprang up with suspicious 
delight at hearing Kitty move, and helped her 
so briskly to prepare the meagre dinner, that 
Kitty gave it as her opinion that '^ jist a wink 
or two afore the fire alwis made any purrson 
else more brisksome than it did her." 

The cold, silent dinner was over^ and still 
there were two good hours of daylight to come. 
Old Colonel St. George was nodding over the 
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Enniskillen paper, his seat close to the small 
turf fire on which a black kettle was propped 
ready for his punch, while the whiskey-bottle 
stood near his elbow ; and — ^what was there for 
I^ora to do ! 
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CHAPTER V. 

Beceive no satisfaction for premeditated impertinence ; 
forget it, forgive it, but keep him inexorably at a distance 
who offered it. 

Lavater. 



" T CAN'T help it," whispered Nora, pushing 
X her hair from her face^ as she recalled 
how often her grandfather had been angry with 
her for leaving the house on a Sunday, " I must 
have a run, and a breath of air ; and so must 
you, Bran, poor old stifled fellow 1 Come — we 
ought to ask after Micky Corr." 

Tying on her hat as she ran, and whistling 
to the lean old sheep-dog to follow her, she 
sped down the shadowy avenue, and out into 
the road. Of course she was out of breath — 
almost as much so as Bran himself— when she 
reached Bachael's cabin, but her greeting was 
as fresh and sweet as any western breeze that 
ever found its way across the bog from those 
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laughing sun-kissed waves of the Atlantic* 
Micky had not left his room, and so Nora fancied 
that must be the reason Bachael came outside^ 
to meet her, and, for the first time within her 
memory, spoke to her nervously, and never 
even invited her into the cottage. 

'^ Miss Nora," Bachael said presently^ glanc- 
ing over her shoulder at the closed door,, 
*' there's a gentleman here — ^I mean, there was 
a gentleman here yesterday — who's going to- 
be good to Micky, if Shan doesn't make trouble 
about it. Micky says he's a friend of yours. 
Miss Nora." 

** You mean Mr. Poynz, I daresay," observed 
Nora, sedately. ** Yes, he is a friend of mine."" 
And then her eyes, which were not under her 
control so much as she fancied they were, went 
a little wistfully to the cabin door. 

" I don't know his name," said Bachael gently, 
"but somehow to-day he got me, while we were 
by ourselves, to talk of a secret I've kept all 
your — a good many years; and I told him — 
there was something about him that tempted 
me on to tell him, without thinking. And there 
— there was Shan, standing, outside the door,, 
listening." 

" Then I hope Mr. Poynz walked over him as 

VOL. I. G 
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be went out. It is so fearfully mean to listen 
outside a door, isn't it r 

*^I don't mind how mean/' said Bachael, 
absently, " if Shan does nothing worse. But, 
if he heard, it has given him the power of doing 
mischief to us all." 

"What was the secret?" inquired Nora, as if 
she suddenly remembered that she ought to 
ask the question, but failing to exhibit the 
slightest consciousness of what an awful and 
portentous thing a secret really was. 

Bachael saw this at once. What experience 

» 

had Miss Nora ever had to teach her how life 
-could be overshadowed by the weight of a pain- 
ful secret ? 

" Oh, it's nothing. Miss Nora dear," she said, 
speaking now in nervous haste. " Just a little 
matter about an old place I used to live at, that's 
all. I only mentioned it because I didn't ask you 
in. Shan's in a bad temper, and poor Micky in 
his bed ; and — I thought you shouldn't waste 
your time, that's all. It's a nice evening, isn^t 
it, miss ?" 

From Bachael's cottage, Nora crossed the 
road, and went into the bog. It was too soon 
to go home yet. She might safely walk a mile 
across the bog, and then hurry to Traveere by 
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the back way. So, chatting now and then to 
the old sheep-dog as he walked solemnly beside 
her, she went on at an uncertain pace, now and 
then taking a flying leap across one of the 
canals made by the cutting of the turf, and at 
last, after a rather wider leap than she expect- 
ed, and a narrow escape from an ignominious 
descent into the brown water, mounting and 
seating herself snugly in a cutting of the tur£ 
In entire oblivion of its new trimming, she threw 
the old brown hat behind her, and lifted her 
face to meet the pleasant evening breeze, which 
left her cheeks as softly and as daintily pink, as 
it left the line of western sky so high above the 
sunset. 

" How often I used to fall in I" she mused to 
herself, looking reflectively down upon the 
watery bed she had so narrowly escaped. " And 

Will always said " She had spoken half 

aloud, unconsciously^ but, when somebody 
coughed at the farther corner of the cutting, 
she stopped spasmodically, and looked round. 

" Oh, Mr. Poynz," she said then, demurely, 

as she felt for her hat (keenly and pleasantly 

aware now of its renovated appearance, though 

her eyes were far too busy to assist in the 

search for it) " have you been jumping !" 

g2 
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"Not yet," returned Mark, coming slowly 
forward, and dropping his cigar into the water 
at his feet. "Is it usual in Kilver to spend 
Sunday evening jumping ?" 

" I don't know why I asked that," said Nora^ 
forgetting the hat again, and folding her hands 
in her lap. " I suppose I was surprised to see 
you, and hadn't made up anything ready to 
say. 

A pause, and then Mark, seating himself 
upon the edge of the turf near her, inquired 
anxiously if she had made up anything ready 
to say now. 

" No," she answered, shaking her head sadly, 
because her heart was bursting with questions 
which were not properly made up. "You 
weren't at church this morning." 

" No, Miss St. George ; I came out from Pin- 
tona only an hour ago. I expected to find Will 
Foster here." 

" Did you V she cried, in unfeigned glad- 
ness. " Oh, I shall be so glad to see him ! He " 
— meditatively — '^ never fell into these pools, 
nor let his hat fall, like mine did. He always 
said I went in for those that were too wide." 

" Went — in — ^for," repeated Mark, slowly. 
« What does that mean ?" 
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"Oh, I seel" she laughed, merrily. **It^8 
Irish, I suppose, and you don^t understand* It 
means if you try to do a thing and can^t. I 
know, because Will always went in for the 
prize, and that meant he tried but couldn't get 
it." 

** Oh, it's Irish, is it ? I should have called it 
by a shorter name. Miss — Leonora. Have I hit 
your name rightly now ?" 

Miss Leonora! What a beautiful-sounding 
name I Perhaps he knew some Leonoras in 
England— girls like Miss Foster, with smooth 
hair and hanging sleeves, and Summer roses in 
their bonnets — girls who could sing and play, 
and quote poetry. 

^' Have I V* questioned Mark again, his glance 
shrewd and quizzical, as he turned to her. And 
she, with a daring merriment in her eyes — the 
eyeff that were so truly Irish and so shy, while 
yet so fearless — kept her lips closed in gravity, 
but answered with a nod. 

"But they call you Nora generally?" 

" Yes ; everybody calls me Nora," she assent- 
ed, eagerly. "I like to be called Nora. It 
sounds so natural. The poor people, when 
they don't call me Nora, say ARss SL Gearge 
— and that's dreadful, isn't it t . Will said Miss 
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St. Gearge when he wanted to tease me. I never 
answered though. Yes, I like Nora/' the girl 
added earnestly, as the weight of her nod grew 
into the weight of an uttered lie, " though it's 
as common as — as turf, Mr. Poynz ; it is indeed. 
I always used to ask in every cabin if there was 
a Nora, and there always was ; till at last I 
found a new family where there wasn't a single 
child or grown person called Nora, and I was 
coming away delighted to tell Will, when some- 
body called ' Nora,' and out came a black cat. I 

* 

left off asking then." 

" Never mind. The cat was not called Leo- 
nora." 

The girl's lips trembled for a moment, and it 
seemed as if his laughing glance brought two 
slow tears into her eyes. 

" It wasn't true/' she said, looking straight 
before her to the far horizon. " My name is only 
Nora — like that cat's. There's nothing English 
in it. I meant you to believe a story, and I 
should have let you believe it, only you didn't." 

Mark did not answer this. He had taken off 
the old leather collar of the sheep-dog which 
lay at full length between them, and on the 
Uttle brass medallion he was cutting something 
with his knife. Leaning forward cautiously^ 
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and rather ashamed of feeling cheerful again so 
soon — Nora tried to make out the letters. 

« N-o-r-a-A-p-r-i-1.2-0-1-8-7-4." 

" But, Mr. Poynz," she cried, her eyes very 
wide, "Bran is grandpa's dog.'' 

'^ So I conclude, by his emaciated appearance. 
But this day is ours — mine to engrave, and 
yours to remember. Will you][remember it ?" 

" I never forget anything/' she said simply^ 

" unless it is ^Mr. Poynz, do you think a 

dictionary is easy to remember V^ 

" Very. How came you to be sitting here in 
the gloaming to-night ?" 

"I couldn't help it," she cried, her eyes 
growing timorous in their effort at defiance, 
now she was reminded of what she had 
dared. " I was obliged to come. It had been 
so long " 

'^ I see," Mark returned, very quietly, as he 
slipped the worn collar over Bran's head. 

" I'd better go now," she added, gently, as 
she put on her hat. 

*• But you've given me no message for Will." 

" Oh, I forgot 1 Think of your seeing Will 
before I do I Please tell him I want him ; and 
tell him that the old pine has fallen quite 
across the river now, and that I walked along 
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it without my boota — my boots fell in, out of 
my hand, while I went looking for a trout. And 
tell him about Bran's collar — and how you " 

"I think," put in Mark, "if you tell him 
everything about yourself, he may be able to 
exist without knowing everything about me. 
Tou will be very glad to see him then ?" 

''Oh, so glad!'' the girl answered, as she 
sprang lightly to the ground. " And Pm sure 
— I'm sure,'' she repeated, thoughtfully, as she 
linked her fingers in Bran's collar, and looked 
down to read again the letters there, '* that Celia 
wilLbe gladder to see Will — Mr, Poster, I mean 
— than anybody else in the world." 

" Celia will— not Rosalind ?" 

" Who is Rosalind ?" asked Nora, simply. " Is 
that Miss Foster?" 

« No." 

" You know a great, great many girls, I sup- 
pose ?" 

" Hundreds of girls — ^but only one Rosalind." 

" Is she exactly like Miss Foster 1" 

"No." 

" Which do you like best ?" asked Nora, look- 
ing up into his earnest face. 

" I will tell you another day," he said, " when 
this bog has grown into an English wood^ and 
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I meet Rosalind there, with the sunshine on het 
lovely hair, and such a light within her eyes as 
I can only dream of now." 

'* She is beautiful^ then ?" asked Nora^ rather 
wistfully. 

'* Very beautiful." 

*'And rich — and English — and educated," 
supplemented the girl, drawing those iteins of 
information from the recesses of her imagina- 
tion. " Oh, how nice 1 Miss Foster would 
think her quite worth talking to, wouldn't 
she ? I — I often think how lovely it would be 
if I were all that. Then I could do something, 
perhaps — something great, I mean, or good.'^ 

** My child," Mark said, gravely and gently, 
" will you remember just these few words — 
Nobly borne is nobly done? You say you re- 
member everything, so I ask you to remember 
those." 

« Listen 1 Oh, Nuel!" 

The girl's exclamation told a little story of 
its own to Mr. Poynz, but still he turned in the 
most leisurely manner to Dn Armstrong, and 
then stood, with apparent unconsciousness, 
blocking the narrow way between him and 
Nora. 

'^ Was Miss St. George sent from home in 
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your charge ?" Nuel Armstrong asked, his thin 
lips rather tight upon his teeth. 

'*May I inquire to whom you address that 
somewhat discourteous question, Dr. Arm- 
strong ?'' asked Mark^ with his cool, pleasant 
glance. 

'^To you/' returned Nuel, his voice raised 
and quick. '* To whom else ? If I left the 
name out, that's your fault. How can we be 
sure how to address you 1" 

" As Mark Poynz — at present," the English- 
man answered^ in his clear^ quiet tones. ^' Now 
what have you to ask me, Dr. Armstrong t" 

"Nora," called Dr. Armstrong, raising his 
voice still higher, " I am waiting for you." 

'^ I am ready," she said, unconsciously clasping 
Bran's collar, as she gazed wistfully up into Mr. 
Poynz's face. " I — am quite ready.'' 

Seeing, in his shrewd, quick way^ that she 
really wished to leave him there, he stepped 
out into the bog, and, as she passed him, offered 
her his hand. And then he bade good evening 
to Dr. Armstrong with a polite indifference^ 
and, raising his hat in answer to Nora's last 
glance — a glance full of timid questioning, and 
yet bright still with that indescribable fearless- 
ness which belonged to her — ^he stood lazily 
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against the cutting, and lighted a cigar, his 
eyes following the two figures until they melted 
gradually in the dusk, the girl's hand still clasp- 
ing the collar of the old dog, as she kept him 
between herself and her companion. 

" Was that priggish young Englishman try- 
ing to educate you, Nora ?" inquired Dr. Arm- 
strong, varying the question to which he had 
been unable to win any reply, and growing^ 
more harsh and eager with every effort to allure 
the girl from her proud and resolute silence. 

"It seems," continued Nuel, having waited 
once more in vain, " that you are terribly in 
need of help from some one. Just think, Nora ; 
he has told your grandfather that your ignor- 
ance is a disgrace to your parents, and that we 
ought to send you away to school — to England 
— at once." 

** A disgrace !" echoed the girl, turning to him 
a grave and puzzled face, which was so lovely 
in the evening dusk that his jealousy needed 
no other spur. 

" Those were his words, not mine, my love,'^ 
he whispered. '^ I think you charming as you 
are. But he has poisoned your grandfather's 
mind. I found it out last night, only you 
escaped from me so suddenly I could not tell 
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you. He says that you know no more than an 
English servant; that English ladies would 
laugh at you, and that you ought to go to 
school as if you were a child." 

" Did he ?" questioned Nora, in saddest sur- 
prise. " He doesn't look like — ^that." 

"And he won his arrogant way too," con- 
tinued Dr. Armstrong, his voice growing suave 
Again. " You are to go to England. You are 
to go as an ignorant child, to learn what chil- 
dren of ten years old are expected to know." 

'^I don't want to learn — now," said Nora, 
hotly. " FU ask grandpa to keep me here." 

" But unfortunately," resumed Nuel, with a 
furtive, sidelong glance into the angry face, 
** your grandfather has decided. He says you 
will have to earn your livelihood presently, 
as many other girls do, and you must be fitted 
for it. Of course there is nothing we can say 
against that, as your future is in his hands; 
only I'm very sorry for you. So," he added, 
taking off his hat to wipe the drops (torn his 
brow, " you are to go like a child, as I said, in 
the charge of Miss Foster." 

'* Oh, no, no 1" cried the girl, in a paroxysm 
of real fear. " Oh, Nuel, it would be so hard — 
«o hard I' 
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"But presently," he urged, the cold tone 
assumed by an effort, " she will get used to you^. 
and not treat you scornfully. I daresay she will 
quite like to have you with her, to show off tho 
contrast between you and herself and make Mr. 
Poynz laugh over your funny little ideas. They 
are both very clever ; and of course your 
ignorance will make them laugh sometimes — w& 
can't help that. Besides^ she will like him to 
notice how different your dresses are from hers,, 
and your manners.'* 

" Hush I Nuel," pleaded the girl. "I cannot 
bear it yet. If I am to go — with her, it will be 
so hard I" 

" There is one other way, Nora," said Nuel 
Armstrong, speaking in suppressed excitement. 
" I will take you. Nora,'' he went on in her 
silence, roughly pushing the dog aside, and 
bending his face to hers, " I will leave my prac- 
tice ; I will leave everything, and everyone 
here, and devote myself to you. If you are in 
my care, you will have no hard words or chill- 
ing glances to fear. You will be safe and 
happy then, my darling, with me." 

"Go away, Nuell Please go awayT she 
cried) tremulously. "I will not go at all — 
I cannot. You make it seem terrible. I 
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tfhall stay with grandpa, and be ignorant." 

"But unfortunately," said Dr. Armstrong, 
in that sharp and determined balf-whisper of 
his, " everything is settled for you to go, and 
you have no power to decide otherwise. Only," 
he added, every word slow and distinct, " you 
shall not go to be made unhappy every hour of 
ev^ry day." 

" Why am 1 to go ?" she asked, pushing the 
hair from her temples, while her forehead grew 
puckered, and her eyes darker than ever in this 
new bewilderment. " Tell me again." 

" Your grandfather says," replied Dr. Arm^ 
strong, laying one hand upon her shoulder so 
heavily that a little cry came from her lips, 
"that you have your livelihood to earn — as 
hundreds of other girls have had — and that no 
woman can do that unless she studies well. 
But, Nora,'' he added excitedly, *' you need not 
listen to that reason. Your livelihood is earned 
for you. I have it waiting. I will make all 
this right with your grandfather, and you shall 
go to England with me." 

" Stand away, Nuel 1" said the girl, with a 
new authoritative tone in her clear young voice. 
" Come, Bran, let us hurry. How quickly it's 
growing dark 1 Walk over there, please, Nuel, 
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afi you walked before. So I am to go to Eng- 
land — am I ? — and learn — to teach ? Ah, what 
years and years it will take me I Good Bran I 
Tired are you ? Never mind ; we are close at 
home now." 

Faint as the light was, Nora could still have 
seen the surprise in Nuel Armstrong's face, if it 
bad not been that she never thought of looking 
at it. A strange quietness had fallen upon her, 
which baffled him more than any of her wilful 
moods had ever done ; and until they entered 
the disorderly garden behind the house^ he was 
silent in sheer astonishment. Then he felt he 
must seize the passing opportunity. 

" Nora," he said, stopping her in the narrow 
path, " you had better think to-night of what I 
have said. You need not speak to your grand- 
father yet; only remember what I have told 
you." 

"I remember," she said, her eyes dilating 
as she stood. ^* My ignorance is a disgrace to 
my dead parents. I know no more than an 
English servant; and English ladies would 
laugh at me. I remember ! Who said that ? — 
Mr. Poynzr' 

'* Never mind it^ Nora. Think of all I said to 
you afterwards." 
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**Nuel, are you quite sure that — he said it?" 

"Would I invent such arrogant rubbish?" 
inquired Dr. Armstrong, his sharp and jealous 
tones growing almost fierce. 

" Did he say it V persisted the girl, her truth- 
ful eyes fixed steadily upon his face. 

"Something very like it, if those were not 
exactly the words." 

"I see," said Nora, gravely, as she walked 
on to the house. " He thought me ignorant — 
who could help it ? He wishes me to learn — 
and I will try. But he did not say it as you 
say it, Nuel." 

" 1 1" exclaimed her companion, excitedly. " I 
do not think you ignorant — I think you charm- 
ing. I do not wish you to learn — I wish you 
to be happy and free from care. I would never 
have said such words. Listen only to my words, 
Nora, and you will be happy as the day is long. 
What has changed you this evening ?" 

"Nothing has changed me,'' said the girl, 
simply. " Only — ^though I have always known 
BO well how ignorant I am, how very, very 
ignorant — I have never been told so harshly 
as I have been told to-night." 

" By that upstart Englishman ? Oh, you will 
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laugh to-morrow at having even noticed his 
words." 

" I do not know what he said," she returned, 
gravely. " It is you who have told me the 
truth so plainly to-night.'' 

Her hand was on the door as she ceased 
speakings and, though he pleaded for another 
word, she quietly shook her head, and passed 
into the kitchen. 

**If that he's yerself at last, Miss Nora," 
observed Kitty^ taking up from the hearth a 
brown delf teapot with a broken spout, " I may 
jist as well be car'n in the taypot. Ye'U get 
no scoulds to-night, fur yer grandpa's slep 
constant, 'cep whin I shookened him up an' 
couldn't wake him. Saints alive I is it starvin' 
y' are thin, me dear ?" 

^' Bather," said Nora, as she stood shivering 
before the low turf fire ; but, when Nuel Arm- 
strong came up and gently attempted to take 
her hat, she turned from him^ trembling with 
agitation, and threw her arms around the poor 
old Irishwoman's neck. " Oh, Kitty," she 
sobbed, low and brokenly, "I'm to go away, 
and I'm — I'm — not fit to go! I don't know 
anything. I don't know anybody in Eng- 
land. And it's such a great lonely place I How 
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can I go — how can I? If I conld only stay 
with grandpa and youl I know yon so well 
and you're used to me, and don't mind." 

*' Oh, England's all thronghother 1" observed 
Kitty, complacently, while she heavily stroked 
the girPs soft cheek with her homy fingers. '^ If 
it he's there ye're to go, me dear, you'll be no 
use afther, an' ye'U niver come back. Now thin, 
go an' power out the Docthor's tay. Why, if 
these tears continnies, we shall have ye cryin^ 
all the night ! Yit I've known ye go for years 
afore now 'thout crookenin' yer mouth. Fur 
shameful, Miss Nora I'' 

And this was Nora's comforter. 

Late that night, after Dr. Armstrong hacl 
gone to his room — for he had told Kitty that 
he intended to sleep at Traveere that night, and 
her usual manoeuvres had been gone through 
to make him up a bed in the long dark spare 
room behind Nora's — ^Nora went quietly in the 
dark and rapped at her grandfather's door. He 
had his candle burning, to her surprise, and he 
was sitting before his iron safe. But he closed 
its doors before he bade Nora enter, and turned 
to her with a little added sharpness in his 
querulous tones. 

"What is it, child?" 
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''Only this, grandpa," she said, gentlj, as 
sh^ stood beside him, very calm now bat so 
very earnest. '' Am I really to go to England, 
asNuelsays?" 

" Yes, child/' 

What was it, that sharp pang at her heart ? 
Was it all pain, or was there a strange vague 
pleasure struggling there too 1 

** How, grandpa ?" 

''Never mind that. Leave it all to Nuel; 
he's a clever man — eh ?" 

" Yes, grandpa. And when am I to go ?" 

*' When Nuel is ready. WiU that do, child ?" 

*' And why do I go, grandpa ?" 

" Your questions are the plague of my life, 
child I Be off to bed I How are you to get 
bread and cheese after I'm gone, if you don't 
earn it? And how are you to earn it unless 
somebody shows you the way? D'ye think," 
he added, raising his voice fretfully, " that Tm 
to saddle somebody else with a helpless girl, as 
I was saddled myself?" 

" No," said Nora, very slowly, " that would 
not be fair. You are very just to me now, 
grandpa ; but, oh, how I wish I had known this 
years and years ago !" 

h2 
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" How old are you t" questioned her grand- 
father, turning to her suddenly and sharply. 

" Seventeen, grandpa." 

" Seventeen t Hem! There's been a good 
deal of time wasted ; but you must work all the 
harder for that. It's ruinous for a girl to grow 
up thinking she'll have nothing to do but spend 
money.'' 

"I never thought that, grandpa. I knew 
how poor we were. Indeed, I thought you 
were even too poor to send me to school." 

" So I am," rejoined the old man, with testy 
haste. "If I send you now, I shall have to 

scrape and starve and Make haste and get 

to bed, child. What are you waiting for ?" 

Her solitary candle had burned down to its 
socket when Nora reached her room again, but 
she hardly noticed it. The flame, brighter than 
usual in its last moment, gave its final convul- 
sive leap, and died suddenly and utterly ; but 
Nora went on undressing, as if accustomed to 
the darkness, and even when she was ready for 
bed, lingered at one unshaded window minute 
after minute. 

"Miss Nora, is it fast asleep ye be's^ me 
dear t" 

" What is it, Kitty ?" She had laid her hand 
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on Kitty's shaking shoulder^ before the old 
woman had turned her face &om the direction 
of the bed. " What is it t I am here." 

" Oh, Miss Nora — oh, me poor bairn, an^ all 
yer parents dead I An' sorra a wan for ye to 
go to. Ah, it's fearsome to hear her the night." 

''Who? Who, Kitty? Are you so terribly 
frightened? It's cold and lonely here, isn't it? 
But there's nothing to fiighten you, Kitty." 

*' It's wurrse it he's in there," whispered Kitty, 
pointing backwards. '* Oh, Miss Nora, doaty, 
she's cryin' round ye the night 1 Ye mustn't go 
away from Owld Ireland, me dear. That's what 
she's manin'." 

"What is it?" asked Nora. "Do you 



mean " 



« 



Yis, yis," cried the old woman, pressing her 
fingers to her ears ; " don't ye be sayin' it." 

" I'll come and listen. It is only the wind, 
Kitty, through those broken windows. Haven't 
I heard it in the daytime often ? And really it 
does sound just like the banshee ^" 

" Hish, hish, me dear — hish 1" cried Kitty, in 
real terror. " If any purrson knows her voice, 
sure I ought, an' it's evil's comin'." 

" I'll go and throw the windows open for a 
moment, you'll never be^ afraid again," said 
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Nora, putting a shawl round the shivering old 
woman. 

" Git ye into bed, Miss Nora," she whispered, 
glancing once more behind her, and then push- 
ing the door as close as it would go. ^' It's 
goin' to lie by ye I he's the night through. An' 
if the darksomeness don't p*ass ye by unhurrt, it 
shan't be owld Kitty's fault, me dear, afther sich 
a warnin'." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

There are many ways of loving 
I have learnt to know. 

A. A. Proctor. 

THE drawing-room at Kilver Vicarage had 
been brushed and decorated to look its 
best for this April Sunday, yet still it was but 
a faded^ inartistic apartment; and Celia Pen- 
nington was becoming gradually convinced of 
this fact, for the first time in her life ; as she sat 
there with Miss Foster, Blair*s Grave open on 
her knee, but her eyes far more frequently fixed 
upon her companion than on the pages of the 
book. 

And what wonder? Celia was used to Blair 
— constant Sunday afternoon study had fa- 
miliarised her with his glooo^iest iJa-but no 
previous Sunday afternoon study had familiaris- 
ed her with such a costume as Miss Foster wore^ 
nor with such unconcealed indolence as that in 
which Miss Foster was indulging. 
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" Pm afraid you jfind it very dull here/' she 
said, timidly breaking the silence, when she had 
been caught in one of her long gazes of mingled 
admiration and surprise. 

" Country life always seems dull to me, ad- 
mitted Miss Foster, smiling graciously, in ac- 
knowledgment of Celia's evident admiration. 

« 

*' Perhaps if I were used to it I should not 
mind.'' 

^'I wish I could think of anything nice to 
do," observed Celia, thoughtfully — " suitable for 
Sunday, I mean.'' 

" I daresay there are but few entertainments 
which you would think suitable for Sunday ,'' 
returned Miss Foster, in her slow, sibilant tones, 
''and perhaps they would not entertain me» 
At what time do we dine to-day t" 

" We have dined," replied Celia, with a vivid 
blush. '' We dined as soon as we returned from 
afternoon service. Do you forget ?" 

" How stupid I am I" cried Miss Foster, with 
a laugh. ^'I had actually forgotten. I beg 
your pardon. Miss Pennington. I often get 
bored and forgetful in this dismal half-light» 
Are you not always glad to shut it out ?" 

'' I can easily do that/' said Celia, rising in her 
prompt, pleasant way. " I ought to have asked 
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yon ; but I'm so used to talking with Nora in 
the twilight that I forgot. And we shall have 
tea directly now^ Miss Foster. I think we are 
waiting because mamma fancied your brother 
would be here to join us. The boys are out 
looking if they can see him coming. And Mr. 
Poynz may come too." 

''Perhaps — no, don't ring for lights for my 
sake, pray ; I like to look out — perhaps he ifr 
with Mr. Pennington now." 

'^No, papa is alone in his study," returned 
Celia, stopping with her hand upon the belU 
rather astonished by the sudden change in her 
guest. '^ He always stays there till we call him 
to tea ; and mamma is reading to the children* 
Shall I not draw the blinds then ?" 

''No, don't trouble. That's the road from 
Fintona, is it? I thought so. Well, now let 
us have a little chat together^ before Mr. — before 
Will comes." 

Celia drew her low chintz-covered chair a little 
nearer to Miss Foster's^ and smiled her readiness 
for the ^' little chat/' though without a notion 
of how she ought to begin it. 

*^ If Mr. Poynz should walk out from Fintona 
to-night, he would come here at once, I sup- 
pose ?" 
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" Oh, surely 1" returned Celia, with prompt- 
ness* ** As he knows no one but ourselves — I 
mean," she added, correcting herself with a 
blush, "he really knows only you and your 
brother, and he would come here to see you." 

"Then why did he drive away yesterday 
with that girl in the ca^ ?" 

Celia looked up, annoyed and mortified ; but 
Miss Foster's smile was so affable, and the rich, 
long dress of chocolate and amber was so ex- 
quisitely made, that necessarily Miss Penning- 
ton's humiliation was short-lived. She even 
amiled, in her swift mental comparison of Miss 
Foster's dainty appearance with that dishevelled 
one of Nora on the day previous. 

"It was very kind and polite of Mr. Poynz, 
wasn't it, to take Nora home ? Poor Nora !" 

" They didn't seem as if they had ever met 
before." 

" Oh dear, no I" 

Miss Genevieve Foster smiled again as she 
leaned back in her chair, twining her ch&telaine 
round and round her long white fingers, and 
looking out upon the Fintona road. 

" It seems very kind of you," she said, slowly, 
** to make a friend of such a curious-looking 
girl as Miss — what do they call her ?" 
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" Her name is Nora St. George," replied 
Celia, rather gravely ; " we have known each 
other all our lives." 

" I daresay," assented Genevieve. '' Of course 
a clergyman's daughter is obliged to be friendly 
with her father^s parishioners. I'm afraid I shall 
feel that a dreadful drawback to any pleasure I 
might otherwise have in a vidt to my brother, 
in his new curacy." 

** I like it," said Celia, with an involuntary 
sigh. And then, hearing the sigh, she blushed 
as brightly as if Miss Foster could have read its 
meaning as plainly as her own heart did. 

*' And was this — this Miss St. George at all 
intimate with my brother when he was here ?" 
resumed Genevieve. 

" Oh, very ! And he always Look, Miss 

Foster, there he isl And the boys are with 
him 1" 

Celia had no eyes to look beyond, and wonder 
if Mr. Poynz had come too ; nor did she think 
of glancing into her companion's face, to note 
either its pleasure or possible disappointment. 
She had no sooner recognised the three figures in 
the road, than she had left the room and was 
standing at the hall-door, smiling her welcome. 
But Miss Foster had not followed her, and, see- 
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ing this, a sudden sense of wrong-doing seized 
Celia, and she went quietly back to the drawing- 
room, her cheeks still pink^ and her eyes bright, 
but her manners quite demure enough to give 
Will Foster legitimate cause for the hearty laugh 
which — as she was painfully aware — ^was irre- 
sistible to him when he witnessed this new 
primness in one of his old playfellows. 

'^ Nothing further can have power to astonish 
me/' he said^ '' unless Nature reserves such a 
possibility as Nora's receiving me with starched 
civility. Is she here to-day, Celia V 

Ever since she had escaped uncrushed from 
her brother's ready greeting, Miss Foster had 
been waiting to ask a question ; but, after Celia's 
shake of the head, the question was voluntarily 
answered for her. 

"Where's the Caliph?" Will Foster asked. 
** I hoped to find him here." 

Celia's wide blue eyes went from one face to 
the other. Who could the Caliph be? But 
Genevieve answered, rather more readily than 
was her wont. 

"He said he should come out to-night to 

« 

meet you. Will. He is staying in Fintona ; and 
he knew you had promised to preach for a friend 
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ibis afternoon, and so would not be here till 
night/' 

" Is it Mr. Poynz you mean ?" inquired Nat 
Pennington^ pleasantly conscious now of the 
thorough identity of the Reverend Willoughby 
Foster with the Will Foster who had been 
such a jolly friend to him three years ago, and 
who had often said he liked his rapid brogue* 
** Because, if it is, we're not long after seeing 
him. It was towards Traveere he was going, 
round across the bog. He'd walked up from 
Fintona that way, without coming through 
Eilver at all. I knew him in a minute on the 
Bray ; and then we waited, and he went straight 
on towards Traveere — towards the back of the 
house, I mean." 

"Did he go in?" 

To the best of Nat's recollection this was the 
first question which Miss Foster had directly 
addressed to him since her arrival at the Vicar- 
age, and the tone of his answer therefore was 
not intended to be propitiatory. 

" We didn't wait to see. We ran off to meet 
Will, and left Mr. Poynz standing against a pile 
of turf in the distance — lighting a cigar, I think. 
He was not in any hurry to get anywhere ; that 
was plain to see.^ 
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"I must certainlj go and meet him," said 
Will, pondering, as they all stood near the un- 
shuttered window ; " and yet it won't be wise, 
for, if I find myself on the way to Traveere, I'm 
sure I shall never resist the temptation to go 
on. 

" Colonel St. George must be a particularly 
attractive person,'* remarked Miss Foster, chill- 
ingly; but her brother's answer was only a 
laugh. 

Celia was standing close to him, her face full 
of the brightest content — for she too had felt 
that their old companion was unchanged — but 
something in his laugh brought her eyes swiftly 
up to his face^ with a new wonder in their gaze. 

''You mean Nora," she said, the words form- 
ing themselves even more quickly than the 
wonder. *'It would be Nora you would be 
obliged to go on to see." 

" If I found myself on the way to Traveere, 
indeed it would I" 

And then, just in the manner in which he 
might have paid her the finest compliment, he 
laid his hand on her shoulder, and told her she 
had not grown an inch since he saw her last. 

"No, I'm veiy small," she sighed. "You 
always said I should be." 
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" All the better, Celia. A fellow-feeling will 
make you wondrous kind to me, won't it ?" 

Of course there was no need for the blush 
with which this idea was received ; but still it 
did no harm, for nobody saw it. 

"There must be variety in the world,, 
and length is sometimes inconvenient," Will 
said ; and then he went away to disturb Mr» 
Pennington in his study, and to shorten abrupt*- 
ly the schoolroom lecture. 

" I suppose he is just what you expected ta 
find him, Miss Pennington?" observed Will's 
sister, in a new spirit of inquiry. 

Celia nodded, with a smile. No thought 
arose in her mind that the short figure was a 
little stumpy, or that the pleasant manners were 
foppish, or that the dark closely-cropped head 
was deficient in any form or comeliness which 
belonged to the ideal of an English clergy- 
man. 

** Ye%j he is just what I fancied," she said, 
presently, innocent of the fact that in reality 
sight had swallowed up such memories as Celia's 
unromantic nature had held as fancy. " How 

pleasant it is to see him here again I" 

» 

** Yet he wanted to go on at once and see — 
your friend. Did you not feel angry ?" 
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" Oh I no. He had seen us ; and he was 
always quite as fond of Nora. Fm a&aid," she 
went on, presently, with another lingering 
glance at Miss Foster's silk skirts and glisten- 
ing plaits^ ^* that after these years at home he 
will think Nora very — very unlike the ladies he 
is used to." 

*'Most probably; but why should you be 
afraid Bo'i Why should he not see how much 
more educated and refined you are than 
she V 

In utter silence this remark was received, 
though Celiacs heart began to flutter a little 
under a new vague sensation, the birth of a 
consciousness which could never die, though it 
was yet too weak and indefinite even for a 
name. 

The Vicar had joined his lady-guest, and 
Will had merrily brought in Mrs. Pennington ; 
yet Genevieve Foster still stood beside the win- 
dow, and found no fault with the gloom; agree- 
ing promptly to Mrs. Pennington's proposal 
that they should wait tea still a few minutes 
longer for Mr. Poynz. But the dusk had deep- 
ened into darkness, and the Vicarage tea was 
over, when at last he came in to them, in that 
cool and leisurely way of his which hid from 
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Buperficial eyes the vigorous, intense, and ardent 
passions which his nature held. 

Yes ; no doubt the boys had seen him going^ 
to Traveere, he assented, when they questioned 
him ; but still he did not go on to explain that 
he had not been to the house. 

" Is Colonel St. George a very entertaining 
old gentleman?" inquired Miss Foster, inno- 
cently. 

"Very," returned Mark, without joining in 
the general laugh. '^He reminds me of that 
other entertaining gentleman who, cut off in his 
prime at eighty*nine, looked back upon his 
brief career of hoarding, and sighed to think 
what a fortune a man might save if he lived to 
the age of Methuselah." 

***Did you see Nora?" inquired Mr. Foster, 
with the frankest eagerness. 

"Yes. Miss Pennington, you were playing 
when I came in, were you not ? The interrup- 
tion is over now, and I wish you would play on." 

" We always sing hymns on a Sunday night, 
Mr. Poynz," explained Celia, shyly ; " will you 
jom us ? 

He looked over her music, 'and his rich and 
steady bass was just the support which the 
hymns had needed ; so Celia played on delight- 
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edly. But Mies Foster, warbling from hereasy-^ 
chair, looked unmistakably relieved when the 
eingingwas over. 

"Now, Mrs. Pennington," she said, gaily, 
*' make Mr. Poynz give as a vivid description 
of that dreadful old Irish ruin where the miser 
lives.*' 

*' If you think you could manage to wait till 
to-morrow. Miss Foster, I will go over there 
again, and learn more." 

Mark said it so courteously, and looked bo 
really anxious to oblige her, that Genevieve 
could say nothing. Her Hps tightened, but she 
relaxed them into a smile the next instant, and 
inclined her head with a graceful and indifferent 
intimation that she could wait. 

Of course it struck no one as odd that Will 
Foster should insist on accompanying his friend 
part of the way back to Fintona; but it did 
strike Mr. Poynz himself as very odd that, so 
soon as ever they had passed the garden gate. 
Will should begin frankly to explain that he had 
a motive for this decision, in addition to his 
natural courtesy to his friend. 

" All right," said Mark, slackening his speed 
at once. " There is no need to bring the motive 
all the way to Fintona. Speak out." 
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*' You said you had been to Traveere to-day, 
did you not 1" 

*' No." 

'* I thought " 

"Never mmd thoughts, Will. Go on with 
your questions^ just as if I had been to Traveere ; 
I shall understand." 

*'No, you won't," asserted Will, gloomily, "if 
you have not seen Nora." 

"I have seen Miss St. George. Go on.'' 

** You have !" exclaimed Will, delighted. " I 
thought I heard you say so. Now tell me, 
honestly, Poynz, what you think of her." 

"I have not had enough time yet," Mark 
answered, quietly, " to think of her." 

"I so value your opinion," Will went on, 
earnestly, " and I have so wondered what yon 
would think of Nora." 

" Why ?" 

••Why I" echoed Will, confusedly. «^ Don't 
you understand why, without my telling! I 
fancied you would, you are so keen. Tell me, 
Poynz, did you think her pretty ?" 

"I forget what I thought ; but she is pretty**" 

" Very pretty %" questioned Will, excitedly. 

'* Yes, very pretty." 

"And not — not awkward and unrefined?" 

i2 
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There was only the faintest tone of questioning^ 
in young Foster's voice now, for he had no dif- 
ficulty in drawing on his memory for a confirm- 
ation here, and would not have needed it utter- 
ed by any, save this one friend of his, whose 
opinion he prized. "I remember there never 
was anything gauche or ungraceful about Nora. 
She might have been the highest lady in 
the land for her natural grace and refine- 
ment." 

''Might have been?'' echoed Mr. Poynz, in a 
tone of quiet amusement. '' Beauty and grace 
and refinement pass for little. What is the 
missing link?" 

" Well, you see, of course she is uneducated," 
responded Will, thoughtfully, " and her birth is 
— ^I don't know at all about that." 

^'I see. We must not call her the highest 
lady in the land by any means — ^yet. 

''I don't think you quite understand me, 
Poynz," Will went on, anxiously. '' Fm sure, 
if anyone ought to think little of education, it 
should be myself; I always hated it, and it 
never did me a grain of good. Still I think, in 
justice to Nora, she ought to have the advant- 
age of knowing what other girls are taught. 
And so " 
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. *^ TeSy and so ?" quefitioned Mark^ uncomprO- 
mifiingly. 

"I mean," explained Will, boldly, "that I 
am bent on winning consent for her to come to 
England." 

" As your pupil ?" 

'* Really, Poynz/' laughed Will, "that's too 
bad. You donH help a man a bit in what he 
has to say. Can't you guess how awkward 
it is for me— knowing you are sure to laugh at 
any thought of love — to explain to you what I 
feel about Nora I" 

'^DonH try it," observed Mark, coolly. 

^'But I must; for I want your opinion and 
advice.'^ 

'^ Whether I should laugh at love^ as you just 
now observed," said Mark, " remains to be prov- 
ed ; but certainly my muscles cannot withstand 
the spectacle of a man in love. Had you not 
better go back, WiU, and let me think over the 
situation against to-morrow ?" 

*' Will you really ? I shall be so much obliged 
to you, Poynz. Tou see it will be so hard to 
persuade old Colonel St. George to send Nora 
to England." 

" That is all decided^" returned Mark, as he 
«tood and offered Will his hand. '^Miss St. 
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George is going to England almost directly. 
Her grandfather promised me that it should be 

80. 

" By Jo — I beg your pardon, Poynz, and for-^ 
got my cloth ; but it does seem so extraordinary. 
The old Colonel is so thoroughly unget-at-able 
and mean, that I can scarcely believe^ not only 
that he would consent, but even that yo.u would 
venture to ask him about it/' 

<«1 ventured, and still live; Good nighty 
Will." 

"After all/' mused Will, grasping nothing 
beyond his own sensations^ " I don't know why 
she should be teased about education at all ; a 
year or two will soon go, and then she will 
know all she needs. Of course I should like her 
to play and sing, and to be able to talk a little on 
every-day topics, but I don't care about much 
more. A clergyman's wife ought not to dance^ 
and I never did find that classics added much 
to a person's happiness; do you think they 
do?" 

^^ Bobbed of the classics," returned Mark, com-» 
posedly, '^ life would, in my opinion, be utterly 
barren of happiness.'* 

'*0f course," continued Will, "other things 
will come to her naturally, when she mixes m 
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Bociety. Why she has not even story-books to 
help her here — ^poor, simple child !" 

It was too dark for WiU to see the cynical 
smile on Mark's lips as he answered serenely — 

** A simple child, dear brother Will, 
YouVe chosen for your wife. 
She reads no novels all the day ; 
What should she know of life ?" 

'* I don't much mind that, after all^^' returned 
Will, in his simple, practical way. " It is not 
as if I were like you, Poynz ; I have only a 
chance, at best^ of three or four hundred a year^ 
unless some impossible old buffer is struck by 
one of my sermons, Uke the immortal man who 
sent a thousand-pound cheque to the Rector of 
St. Martin^s^ when he had chanced to call in and 
hear one of his. Now, if I were like you, I 
should " 

^' — not be going to make a proposal to Miss 
St. George," put in Mark, lightly. 

"No," laughed Will ; " and what a blank that 
possibility seems to me now I Tou wish me 
success, Poynz, donH you 1" 

" With all Yes, I wish you success." 

"I'm so glad you've se^n her," Will went on^ 
all in the same tone of eager query, " and that 
you admire her. I know you are very hard 
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to please — ^indeed, that's why I was so afraid of 
telling -you this. You are such a thorough 
badielor, that I feared yoii would call me foolish 
for even thinking of marriage.*' 

*' So you are. It's all very well to * speak re- 
spectfully of married life/ but every man should 
keep himself a bachelor." 

'' That would be hard," said Will, gaily, "to 
a man in love." 

" A man in love is bewitched ; but then, if I 
remember aright," continued Mark, lazily, " a 
certain old philosopher has said that jealousy 
bewitches too. No other passion but those two, 
Will — ^love and jealousy." 

"Has he? Why speak of it so soberly, 
though? You will come out early to-morrow, 
won't you, as we have to leave so soon ? By- 
the-way, there's a relation of Nora's lives at 
Fintona, on whom I ought to call — a very clever 



man." 



"Such a very clever man," assented Mark, 
coolly, " that he can possibly pursue his career 
without your assistance. A polished gentleman 
is Dr. Armstrong, WilU" 

"Oh, you know him!" said Foster, simply. 
^^ Tes, he has a smooth and polished sort of way 
about him, I always noticed." 
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** Byron, I remember, speaks of the smooth 
and gentle face of the most cruel man in the 
world's history." 

" Does he ? But I always liked Doctor Arm- 
strong. Still I remember how, for fan, I used to 
try and make him jealous when I lived here. It 
was so comical to see him try to hide it, and to 
see Nora's perfect unconsciousness of such a 
thing. No wonder, was it, that I, as a lad, 
felt proud of exciting the jealousy of such a 
man ?" 

" Proud 1" echoed Mr. Poynz, with quiet 
contempt. And then he went on his way in 
the dark, repressing other words, glad after- 
wards that that bitter truth of lago's, '* Jealousy 
is the devil/' had not passed his lips to Will while 
speaking of Dr. Armstrong. But never guessing 
then that he himself had greater cause to fear 
this man's jealousy, than had the hopeful young 
lover who was whistling cheerily now as he 
walked back to the Vicarage. , 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

Who knows whither the clouds have fled? 

In the unscarr'd heaven they leave no wake ; 

And the eyes forget the tears they have shed, 

And the heart forgets its sorrow and ache. 

Lowell. 

NORA came downnstairs on Monday morn- 
ing, without a trace of the restlessneBS 
and fear of the night before. Just for a few 
minutes — when Kitty's retreating footsteps had 
first awakened her in the dusk — she had sat up 
in bed wondering over some vague sensation of 
dismay ; but soon remembrance had fully 
dawned, and she could even marvel over the 
old servant's past terror with regard to the 
banshee, and her own dread of leaving Tra- 
veere. The light-heartedness of hope and youth 
and perfect health could not desert her for long, 
and the sun had scarcely risen above the bog. 
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wheii she was out among the gaunt old 
animals, chatting to them in her own peculiar 
way, half grave^ half whimsical ; while beneath 
all her caprice ran the old longing of her 
childhood — How beautiful life would be if the 
days could begin with a mother's kiss ; if she^ 
could walk at her father^s side in the dewy 
mornings or have a sister who would care to 
hear her thoughts, or a brother whose hand 
would lead and help her. The thought was an 
old one ; yet it had power to bring tears even 
now, as she stood gazing wistfully into Borak's^ 
long sedate face, or leaned her smooth cheek 
against Snow's well-developed ribs. It was an 
old thought, but one which must be a sad ono 
to the end. 

She had given Bran his run, in the jagged 
avenue between the flax and potatoes, and was- 
walking round to the kitchen-door (her fingers- 
clasped in his old collar), when she saw Shan 
Corr's slouching figure in the open door-way» 
and heard his rough demand to see Dr«> 
Armstrong. Then for the first time she remem- 
bered that Nuel had slept at Traveere, and was 
there now ; but the swift, involuntary feeling of 
disappointment had not had time to define • 
itself, when Shan's reiterated words hurried her 
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on. He had not heard her step, and was noisily 
bidding Kitty tell the doctor he was there. 

« Tell him 1" cried Kitty impatiently. *' It'll 
be harrd to tell him afore I find him, less ye 
find him yerself, an' bring him here to be 
towld." 

''I've jist got that to tell him that'll make 
faim mad intirely, an', if ye want to keep yer 
place, ye owld jabberin' " 

**It's you who are jabbering, Shan,'' said 
Nora, in her clear, unsuspicious tones. '' I hope 
no one is ill at home ?" 

Corr pulled the brim of his old felt hat a little 
lower over his eyes, by way of a salute, gazing 
boldly into Nora's questioning eyes. 

" No purrson's sick," he owned, sulkily ; " but 
it's the Docthor I he's here to see, Miss Nora.'' 

" And so you shall," returned Nora, pleasant- 
ly. "I will go and tell him. How is Micky 
this morning I" 

There was no answer; but Kitty, watch- 
ing the two as they stood, saw an odd, dark 
oolour rise to the young Irishman's cheeks, 
while his eyes still never moved from Nora's 
face. With the shrewdness of her countrywo- 
men, Eatty drew her conclusions. Shan was 
too angry with his brother even to mention his 
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name, and yet felt some shame of his own in 
meeting Nora's frank, kind glance. 

Well, what matter? Kitty thought. It wa» 
the Doctor Corr wanted, and the Doctor would 
be sure to keep everything right. 

But Nora, guessing nothing of the abashment 
struggling with the evil in Shan's face, over- 
looked his sil^nce^ and went on to Dr. Arm- 
strong's room. The door was wide open, and 
the room empty ; but, as she came downstairs 
again, to seek him in the sitting-room, she 
heard his voice in her grandfather's bedroom 
at the back of the hall, and then, in quick 
retort, her grandfather's raised, querulous 
tones. 

^* Nuel I" she called^ as loudly as she oould. 
" Nuel r 

The voices ceased in a moment, and with a 
forced deliberation Dr. Armstrong came from 
the room. But he could not prevent his steps 
hastening to her when he saw her on the stairs, 
her eyes bright, and her cheeks fresh and pink 
from her run. 

*^ Ton are wanted," she said, moving back- 
wards as he .came towards her. ^' Make haste. 
Yon don't know how urgent the call may be. 
It is at the kitchen-door." 
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" It can wait. You have not said good morn- 
ing to me, Nora." 

" Yes, I did — yesterday." 

And in another moment she had sprung past 
him, taking five shallow stairs in one, and was 
standing in her grandfather's room, waiting for 
him, and discussing the prospects of the flax, in 
a learned and absorbed manner — so little did 
she know what she might have prevented, by 
only just those few words which were all Nuel 
Armstrong would have needed to keep him at 
her side. 

Colonel St. George and Nora had finished 
•breakfast^ when at last Dr. Armstrong re- 
turned, calm and unruffled as ever. He had 
scarcely got half through his smoking stir- 
about^ when Nora passed him on her way from 
ihe room. 

" Wait a few minutes, Nora," he requested, ia 
his cold, decisive tones ; '^ I am going out with 
jou." 

" No," said the girl, shaking her head, " I do 
not invite you — in fact I don't want you.'' 

'' Frank, at any rate," he acknowledged, with 
that swifb tightening of his lips which was the 
only betrayal of mortification ever visible in his 
48mooth face ; " but I choose to come, my dear*" 
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^<I shall run all the way, then/* asserted 
Nora, composedly, '^ and hide safely in the wood 
before you come. Grandpa," she added, sud-^ 
denly, " won't you come? I was. just asking 
you when Nuel came in. Do, grandpa." 

She had been tempted to the entreaty by an 
indefinable change which she had noticed in her 
grandfather that morning. Not a pleasant 
change, for he was even more gloomy and 
morose than usual^ but a change which made 
her more gentle to him even than her wpnt. 
But this wistful invitation to the old man 
evidently angered Dr. Armstrong, and even 
before the old Colonel's curt and rough refusal, 
he had pushed his chair from the table. 

" Tour grandfather is not a boy to run about 
at your bidding. Nora," he said. 

'* No ; but 1 will be a woman to walk about 
at his pleasure," she answered, prettily. 

And then the Doctor rose hurriedly from the 
table, and came up to her. 

'' 1 am coming,^' he said, in his rapid tones ; 
" you shall be a woman indeed to-day, Nora, 
and see how a woman can be humoured and 
obeyed." 

^* I shall not go," said Nora, quietly, '* unless 
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•Won't you come, grandpa?" she askeJ 



once again, with a pleading glance into the old 
man's rigid face. 

** No, child ; go where you choose ; but I want 
Armstrong at home.'' 

*' I shall follow you, then," said Nuel, as she^ 
passed him, " down to your old haunts by the 



nver. 



And then^ without disputing the old Colonel's 
command to him, though he chafed against it, 
he took his seat again, and let Nora leave the 
room alone. 

^^ Don't ye be goin' far. Miss Nora," pleaded 
Eitty, meeting her when she passed through 
the hall a few minutes later, with her hat and 
her dictionary in her hand, " an' don't be afther 
stayin' long. It's down in the spurts I he's this 
day, an' I can't raise up, me dear. It's thim 
footstips in the night, I know." 

" What steps ?" laughed Nora. " The ban- 
shee's?" 

^'Hish, me dear! Don't ye be led forr to 
laugh at hurr. No, it wurr reel footstips goin' 
back an' foorth, an' back an' foorth, down here 
between — as furr as I could make it out, me 
dear — between yer grandpa's room an' the 
sittin'-room. Didn't I be hearin' it in the very 
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middleDess of the night ? An' if it wurrn't yer 

grandpa's stips, why, thin it wurr Rin on,. 

me dear," put in the old woman, hurriedly. 
''Maybe I wurr dreamin'. Niver mind ould 
Kitty. Why, bliss me, ye'll see the young gin- 
tleman from the Vie'rage, won't ye Y He'll be 
cheerfuUer thin the Docthor be's the day. He's* 
donny sure, me dear, to lave that flavoursome 
porridge ; an' he ginerally so politeful." 

Bran was blinking his weak eyes on the door- 
step as Nora passed, and she looked down, hesi- 
tating for a moment. Then she smiled because 
her eyes had fallen upon the letters cut upon 
his collar, and with a touch upon his head she 
gave him leave to follow. Leaving the house, 
in the opposite direction from the bog, she walk- 
ed across a few small subdivided fields, to 
reach the river, which was an old friend at 
whose side she loved to sit or wander. Slow- 
ly she followed it, until she had passed the in- 
significant coppice which was the only wood 
Traveere boasted. Beyond it a fallen pine-tree 
lay across the river from bank to bank, and 
upon its jagged roots Nora ensconced herself 
with the deftness of an old habituSe ; while Bran, 
not quite tifed enough for a nap just yet, sat 
VOL. I. K 
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ipirith his chin resting on her knees, with blinking 
satisfaction in the uncertain sunshine. 

'' Now I can study well," said Nora, opening 
her dictionary on her lap. " I won't waste a 
minute. If the nuts were ripe, it would be nice, 
wouldn't it. Bran ? We could learn just as well 
eating nuts. Where did I leave off yesterday ? 
'Abhor, V.J to abominate/ There's a plover! 
I wonder how they spell pee-wit among them- 
selves — not awkwardly, I fancy. 'Abhor, v., 

to You silly old fellow to start I It's a 

Teal queen-wasp, and she only wanted to whis- 
per to you, N-o-r-a — How quickly he cut it I 
And somehow," mused Nora, linking her fingers 
again into the old dog's collar, "it makes things 
seem different — just as if Bran were my own, 
and so I had a friend who would never again 

belong to anyone else. * Abhor ^ Oh, Fm 

430 glad to see that Mr. Elliot's cherry-tree 
blossoms thickly this year, because, you know. 
Bran, a cherry year is a merry year." 

This explanation merged into a wider thought, 
and Nora was gazing down upon the water 
below her — seeing nothing of her dictionary 
now, seeing only vague wide pictures of that 
unknown country to which she was going — 
when two people, who had been seeking her in 



NORA'S LOVE TEST. 131 

the little coppice^ came from it into the sun- 
shine close behind her. 

She sat leaning against the upturned root, her 
hand still on the dog's head, her unheeded book 
still open, and her face beautiful in its thought* 
fulness^ as she gazed along the glistening 
water. And in the harmony of the Spring 
morning the picture was beautiful beyond 
words. But Willoughby Foster did not wait 
to notice it; the graceful girlish form was 
Nora's, the face in all its present gravity was 
the piquant, winning face of his little playmate, 
and just then he had no thought beyond. 

"Noral^' he cried — and the dim crowd of 
hopes and fears dissolved like spray at his call 
— " Are you not glad to see me, Nora t" 

If anyone had asked Nora, three days earlier, 
how she should receive her old friend on his 
return to Ireland, she would not have hesitated 
to affirm that she should run to meet him as she 
used to do, and would have so many words to 
say in that first hour of reunion that it would 
seem only like a minute. Yet now, barely sixty 
seconds after his well-remembered voice had 
broken her vague dreamt of England, she was 
sitting back in her old place, laughing a little 
in gladness at seeing her old friend, but with a 

k2 
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clear inquisitiveness in her eyes which in no 
way proved them blinded by the rapture of joy. 

" Of course you guessed I should come here 
to find you at once/' Will said. ^' Nora, isn't 

this like old times, only you are so Poynz, 

you ought to have told me." 

" What ought Mr. Poynz to have told you?'* 
asked Nora, as she gave Mark her hand, sur- 
prised a little because she saw that he must 
have sauntered from the coppice after Mr. 
Foster. 

*' He knows," laughed Will ; and then a little 
suspicious silence fell among them, while Mr. 
Poynz settled himself on one of the strong roots 
above Nora, and while Mr. Foster lured Bran 
from his position, and appropriated the space he 
bad occupied. 

" Nora," said Will, enthusiastically, '' do say 
something delighful." 

" This is very pleasant," asserted Nora, with 
great soberness. ** And you are really a clergy- 
man now, Mr. Foster ?" 

" Curate of Heaton, in the county of Surrey." 

" Do you like preaching V" 

'*0f course I do. What a pondering tone, 
Nora, and yet your eyes are laughing ! Don't 
call me ' Mr. Foster,' please." 
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*' Do a great many people go to hear you 1" 

*' Pretty well." 

*' And do they like the sermons f ' 

^^One question at a time is a marked im- 
provement," put in Mr. Poynz, coolly, from his 
perch. 

'' Oh, I forgot 1" cried Nora, raising her eyes 
to his, and quite unconscious how beautiful 
they were in their merry coyness. *' I will not 
ask so many questions — if I can remember." 

" It's my turn, isn't it ?" continued Mark. " Is 
this the fallen tree on which you walked across 
the river ?" 

" Yes. I carried my boots in my hand, and, 
when I stooped to watch a trout come down, 
my boots fell. It was so curious to see how 
quickly they swam away out of sight, and yet 
how slowly the trout had come into sight." 

*' And you walked home without boots ?" 

^' I trittd, but couldn't manage it ; and at last 
Micky came up, and fetched me a pair of his 
mother's." 

*^ Rachael was always your best friend," said 
Will. "Do you remember how she used to 
give you gingerbread out of her shop, and hide 
you in a cupboard when Colonel St. George 
appeared ; and how you repaid her by bursting 
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out one day to say I was not there, when you 
heard Mr. Pennington accuse her of encourag- 
ing me too in idleness V^ 

*'You were so very idle," observed Nora, 
reflectively, "that it seems quite curious to 
think of your sermons doing people good." 

"Let us conclude they don't," observed 
Mark ; '* we shall start on a more comfortable 
understanding then." 

" But really, Nora/' laughed Will, with a 
little deprecating touch upon her hand, " I hope 
they do a little good ; and they will do more — 
by-and-by. Don't you take the Caliph's jokes 
for earnest." 

The Caliph ! 

Nora's eyes went from one face to the other. 
How she would like to ask whether Mr. Poynz 
Was like that Caliph she had read of in Will's 
own copy of The Arabian Nights^ when he had 
lent it to her long ago. But it would be a real 
question, and she had been already rebuked for 
questioning. 

" Pondering again !" smiled Will. " Oh, when 
you go to England, Nora, you will soon find 
out why we call Poynz * The Caliph.' " 

*'Miss St. George," put in Mark, lightly, 
" why are you not packing now for your Eng- 
lish journey ?" 
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''Michael Corr is in the wildest state of 
excitement about going," said Will, *'yet his 
journey must necessarily be a good while hence. 
Poynz is actually going to take him into his 
service, Nora. Shan is enraged about it." 

''I thought something must have angered 
Shan,'' returned Nora, recalling his visit to 
Traveere that morning. "But how good of 
you, Mr. Poynz, to help Micky I He will be a 
good servant, I think. And, if I chance to see 
him in England, it will be so pleasant." 

" Chance to see him I" echoed Will, merrily^ 
'^ I should rather think you would." 

'' But I am going to England to learn ; I am 
to be a governess. Why do you laugh, Mr. 
Poynz? Of course I can be a governess, if I 
learn well." 

" Of course you can — a model one. Only, 
when your pupils ask you if Leonora is the Irish 
for Nora, don't nod." 

"No, I shall never do that again," she 
answered, emphatically ; " never." 

"Conscience did grow uncomfortable, then?" 

" No ; but it's no use doing that sort of thing 
if one must be found out all in a minute. Be- 
sides^ I shall think about nothing but lessons. 
I have wasted quite enough time, and now I 
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filiall begin in earnest. What is the best thing 
to begin with, do you think^ Mr. Poynz ?" 

** A dictionary," said Mark, with much evi- 
dence of having thought the matter well over; 
"and then a Bradshaw. Anyone who knows 
those two books straight through, is highly and 
perfectly educated.'^ 

" You will find everything that is necessary 
come quite readily to you, Nora," put in Will, 
laughing. "You will be with my mother, I 
hope and trust; and then, if you will let me 
mark out your day '^ 

" As thus," interposed Mr. Poynz, coolly : " A 
morning walk — with Will ; a noonday ride — 
with Will ; an afternoon drive — with Will ; an 
evening chat — with Will ; a moonlight stroll — 
with Will ; a lamplight duet— with Will." 

" I shouldn't mind so much," said Nora, with 
a lofty indifference to this last idea, ** only that 
people know in a minute, when they talk to 
you, whether you are educated — don't they?" 

" Young English ladies," said Mark, cheerfully, 
'* rarely talk of anything except Algebra and 
the Use of the Globes." 

" Then I should pretend not to hear." 

** A very easy matter, too, for your face would 
tell no tales." 



NORA^S LOVE TEST. 137 



(C 



Even if I started other subjects," mused 
Nora, "I suppose no one would care to 

follow r 

*'That 1 would rather not answer for. Of 
course we all know the world was made for 
C88sar ; but there are rumours that it was made 
for Titus too." 

"Nora," said Will Foster, eagerly recalling 
her attention to himself, " I want to make an 
arrangement about your coming to England. 
When can I see Colpnel St. George ? We 
ought to leave to-morrow, and I cannot go 
unless one thing is settled." 

"What is that?" 

'' You will soon guess.^' 

" Mr. Foster," she said presently, wondering 
how it was that she had forgotten this eager 
expression on his face, and why Mr. Poynz 
laughed so much less, and yet had such a pleas- 
ant look of laughter in his long grey eyes, 
*' your sister is not at all like you." 

" Gena, you mean ? No, she is not at all like 
me," Will answered, complacently. "Nor is 
Tory, my younger sister. Gena is a very 
atriking-looking girl, isn't she? And so au 
fait in things, and self-possessed. I shall tell 
Colonel St. George . that it would be of the 
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greatest advantage for you to take the journejr 
to England with my sister." 

"But it wouldn't," replied Nora frankly^ 
"I should hate it, and so would she. I — I 
would rather go even with Nuel." 

" Is that the present plan for you, Miss St» 
George ?" inquired Mark Poynz, his gaze intent 
and rather grave. 

" YeSj Fm afraid so, but it's a secret, I think ; 
you will not tell, will you ?" 

*' 1 tell I On my honour I will be as secret 
as — you were." 

" Oh, no I" laughed Nora. " I really mean it» 
I think I ought not to have told, and — I don't 
think you will." 

"Not he/' asserted Will, with confidence. 
" He never tells anything." 

"Don't you like talking, then, Mr. Poynz?'* 
inquired Nora, anxiously. 

"It depends," he answered, with his swift 
rare smile ; and the soft colour rose in her 
cheeks without her knowing it. "But still I 
think," he continued, placidly, '^ that the finest 
speech a man ever made, was one of Charlea 
Lamb's, where he only said Gentlemen^ and 
left the rest to the imagination. But what 
were we speaking of? Have you chosen 
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Doctor Armstrong's escort to England ?" 

" Chosen 1" repeated Nora, dubiously. " Oh, 
no I Dr. Armstrong himself "will be sure to 
decide aU about my going." 

" Unless Poynz chooses to arrange different- 
ly," interposed Will, experimentally. 

'* Why should Mr. Poynz arrange for me V^ 
asked Nora, absently questioning Will. 

" For a very good reason, if he will — because 
he has^ like some man in a poem, the dash and 
the tact ; the cunning to plan, and the spirit to 
act." 

"And haven't you the— what is it? — the dasb 
and the tact ?" asked Nora, searching his fac& 
oddly. 

"Well, not as the Caliph has, dear. I am 
content to take things easily. My motto is, 
*To injure no one.' If I injure nobody, and 
consider everything that happens is best, that^a 
enough, isn't it?" 

" If you make the best of it, I suppose/' re- 
plied Nora, readily. " What is your motto, Mr. 
Poynz?" 

" I have none." 

" The motto of the house is, * Vigilance and 
Strength/ Nora," put in Will, laughing ; " and 
he But I will leave you to find out for 
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yourself how he employs it. Now don't you 
feel sure we shall gain our point, and take you 
t)ack with us ? Dr. Armstrong, of course, is a 
very good fellow — I always liked him, as you 
know — but we do not need his convoy." 

" Miss St. George," said Mark, very gravely, 
^s he roused himself &om a long thought, ^^ has 
Dr. Armstrong seen young Corr to-day ?" 

« Yes.'' 

"Alone?" 

"Yes, quite alone, Mr. Poynz. Shan came 
for him this morning, and they must have been 
talking in the avenue for half an hour. I was 
afraid Micky was ill." 

" Armstrong is a very old friend of yours, is 
he not?" pursued Mark, his strong, handsome 
face growing sterner as he spoke. 

" I remember -him all my life," replied Nora, 
wondering a little at Mr. Poynz's tone, " but I 
always think him more grandpa's friend than 



mine." 



" He talks to you of everything, I suppose ?" 
"No," smiled Nora, a little wistfully; "I 

wish he would. He generally talks about — 

myself." 

"Tell me one thing, will you?" said Mark 

his tones stern now, as well as his face. " Does 
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o>r- 



he ever speak to you of your parents? 

" Oh, never," returned Nora, without a mo- 
ment's hesitation, " never ! I used to ask him 
ceaselessly, because I always fancied he knew, 
but he never told me ; and he said I ought 
never to ask, because it would vex grandpa if 
he knew." 

" I see,'* returned Mark, in his leisurely tones 
again. " Ah, yes — no doubt it would vex Colo- 
nel St. George ! By all means spare them both.'^ 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

The worst is not, 
So long as we can say, " This is the worst." 

Shakespeabe. 

4i -m ""OTHER, mother, is it really crying that 



M' 



ye are? Tell me what^s the matter, 
mother — ah, do I" 

It was growing dark upon that Monday 
night, and Rachael (]lorr had not lighted the 
candle in the cottage kitchen, that her tears 
might not be seen by her sick step-son. 

" Never mind, dear," she said, standing behind 
his chair while she pushed it near the fire. 

But Michael's ears were quick, though he 
could not see ; and, taking one of RachaePs 
hands in his, he drew her gently to the low 
wooden stool where she so often sat knitting at 
his side. 

" Mother, it isn't kase Vm goin ?" he asked, 



NORA^S LOVE TEST. 143 

in his coaxing Irish tones. **For it's a long 
time that's awaj yet; and," he added, wist- 
ftiHy> " yo said ye wurr glad to think I'll have 
a sarvice to go to when Pm a wee stronger." 

" It isn't that," said Bachael, while the tears 
fell now without such stem restraint as she had 
kept upon them, before the low, one-windowed 
room had grown dark ; " it isn't that, Micky. 
It isn't anything about you, for I'm grateful in 
my heart to see you getting well, and to know 
that you'll have work to do that you'll like, and 
that will be light to you. No, I wouldn't shed 
a tear to-night about you, Micky.'* 

** Then what is it, mother ? Sure you'll tell 
me?" 

The question was such a gentle whisper, and 
the lad's voice so soothing, that Rachael's long- 
guarded reserve broke down, and she spoke 
almost eagerly, in the relief of having such a 
sympathetic listener to whom to tell her appre- 
hension. 

" It's about Shan, Micky. It's that has made 
me so shaky and nervous to-day. He — he was 
listening yesterday evening to — to something I 
said to the English gentleman who was here." 

"Listenin', mother! And why wouldn't he 
listen?" 
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" I was telling about old Colonel St. George/' 
continued Bachael, glancing^ through the gloom, 
to the fast-closed cabin-door, "and I would 
rather anything in the world than that Shan 
should have heard." 

" Why r 

" Because since then he's been to Dr. Arm- 
strong to tell." 

" P'r'aps," said Micky, soothingly, " Shan 
didn't even hear the laste bit of a wurrd, and 
he'd never think to be tellin* Docthor Arm- 
sthrong — sure he wouldn't, mother.' 

" It is the very first thing he would do," she 
whispered, with a fresh burst of tears. 

" And would harrm come of it, mother ?" 

For a few minutes Rachael's quiet sobbing 
was his only answer, and then Micky repeated 
his question : " Would harrm come of it, mo- 
ther?" 

" Yes," she said, below her breath. 

" To us, ye mane?" inquired Michael, wonder- 
ing a good deal over his stepmother's manner. 

"To us?" echoed Mrs. Corr, unsteadily. 
" No ; not to us. You are going to England, 
and Shan will take care not to be a loser. I — I 
shall be turned from this cottage, Micky dear, at 
once. Yet that isn't the worst, because for Miss 
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Nora it may be so far more serious. Fm — I'm 
afraid of any power Dr. Armstrong may hold 
against the child." 

**But it's very fond of her he is," Michael 
argued, his thoughts hazy, " an' ahvays goin' 
afther her. An' didnH ye joke once about Mis& 
Nora marryin' Mr. Fosther, an' the Docthor goi 
real angry, an' said Miss Nora should many no- 
Englishman while he lived. Of course he won't 
do anythin' to hurrt her, mother, whin it's sa 
much he thinks of her.'' 

'^ But he could do it for other reasons than to- 
hurt her," said Bachael, in deep thought.. 
" What wouldn't he do, just to get her more 
into his power. And, besides that/' she added^ 
after a pause, "if he ever feels revengeful 
against her, he'd do it to — to serve another pur^ 
pose ; and we know — at least I know — that he is 
jealous of her, even now she's only such a slip of 
a wilful girl." 

*'But it isn't a passionate, irritable man he 
is at all," said Michael, in his comforting tones. 

" How are we to tell!" cried his stepmother^ 
nervously. "He is too clever to show such 
feelings to us ; but how do we know what he 
will do when he knows the secret of her birth ?" 

" Oh, is it that !" questioned Michael, a little 
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■enlightened at last. " Why shall you fret over 
that, mother? If you know things about Miss 
Nora, it can't be secrets they be.'' 

*'But it is a secret," said Bachael, very 
earnestly. "When I first brought her over 
here, a tiny baby in my arms, didn't the Colonel 
say that if I ever told who her parents had been, 
I should lose this cottage, and must find a home 
where I could." 

" An' you told ?" interrogated Micky, breath- 
lessly. 

"Yes, I told — I don't know why. I've thought 
it over all day long, and all last night, and I 
can't tell why it was. He led me on without 
my knowing it, I think. He must have done it 
very cleverly, but I don't know how. If he 
had asked me direct questions, I should have 
remembered myself, and been silent in time; 
but I'm sure he never did. He spoke with sur- 
prise of her bearing her grandfather's name, 
and somehow he led me on without my know- 
ing it. Not that he could have really cared 
to hear, only he was talking about the house 
where I lived — the little picture there. You 
remember, Micky, that you said, on Saturday 
night, you were sure he had seen it before. 
Whether for that reason or not, it was so easy 
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to talk to bim about it ; and when be asked— 
quite openly and coolly — wby Miss Nora wasn't 
known by her own name, I never tbought tbat 
wben I answered bim so naturally I was telling 
tbe secret I bad kept for seventeen years, and 
—losing my borne tbe wbile." 

"Ye mean Mr. Poynz," put in Micbael^ 
quietly. *'0b, sure beM never tell, motber, 
especially as be tempted ye to answer bim.'' 

"No, no," replied Bacbael, eagerly, "be 
would not tell ; but, Micky, tbe door was on tbe 
jar, and — and tbere stood Shan outside. I saw 
bim wben the English gentleman was going — 
we both saw him — and of course we both knew 
he'd beard ; though Mr. Poynz just bid him 
good evening, as if be didn't think anything 
about it. I thought tbe door was fast shut, 
Micky, and that you were safe in your own 
room ; and — and — somehow I felt so at home 
with bim while we talked, that I forgot all about 
being on my honour not to tell. And now no 
wonder I'm miserable, Micky." 

*'I don't think it's much cause ye have, 
mother," said the boy, gently. " Whatever it 
wurr, Shan can't be sure he hurrd right— not 
sure enough to tell Docthor Armstbrong." 

*^ Then wby did be go off in such baste, and 

l2 
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in such ill-temper, to see him this morning I " 
asked Rachael, hotly. "Didn't he go off the very 
moment he heard that the English gentleman 
had promised you work in England when you 
were able to go, and that you were to go at his 
expense? You saw quite plainly how angry 
your brother was ; and didn't he go at once to 
Traveere to catch the Doctor before he'd a 
chance of getting home again V 

*'PVaps not/' returned Micky, cheeringly; 
** sure tellin' it wouldn't keep me here in Ire- 
land, workin' with him 1 So why should Shan 
be botherin' in it V 

** But I know he would," whispered Rachael, 
her breath hurried and her lips dry. " He has 
no love for anyone. It wouldn't matter to him 
if I were turned out on the bog to-night, with 
no roof above me. And you, dear — why, he'd 
rather see you here, even as you are, than see 
you go to England happy and well off. Besides, 
he'd fancy, too, that it would hurt the English 
gentleman I told it to, and surely you yourself 
saw on Saturday and yesterday that he'd a 
spite against him. No, don't ask me why, dear. 
How do I know? Sometimes I'm wicked 
enough to think he is savage against everyone 
who's far above him. Yes, I often think it. 
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though I'm ashamed to do so — I can't help it — 
and sometimes I think he'd hate anyone he saw 
Miss Nora pleased with. He'd be savage with 
Doctor Armstrongs too, if it hadn't been that 
the Doctor got him off that trial. He can't 
forget that^ for it was very clever of Doctor 
Armstrong, and the Doctor's friendly to him 
now ; and — he'd be such a likely one for Shan 
to go and tell. Oh, Micky, Micky, if I had but 
been a wiser woman 1" 

" Mother," asked Micky, thoughtfully, " isn't 
Miss Nora the Caurnel's grand-daughter afther 
all?" 

" Yes, yes," replied Bachael, hurriedly, rising 
as she spoke ; " yes, Micky. How close this 
kitchen is, isn't it, dear f We'll have the door 
open again. I — I daresay I've frightened my- 
self a good deal for nothing, haven't 1 1 Most 
likely nobody heard at all, and I — I said nothing 
hardly^ What day of the month is it, Micky f " 

"The twenty-ninth," said Micky, looking 
anxiously after his step-mother. ** Why f " 

" Nothing — only I was wondering about the 
moon to-night. Strike a match and look at the 
almanac." 

" 1 know 'thout lookin'," smiled Micky. 
*' There's a full moon the night, mother." 
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*' Yes, I see,'' said Bachael, peering now from 
the open cottage-door. " Then what time will 
it set to-night ?" 

" About half after four— that's of coorse to- 
morra mornin', mother." 

"Yes, of course. It's very cloudy now^ 
Micky, or the moon would light the bog beau- 
tifully, and we should see as far as Traveere» 
I — I wish Shan would come in.'' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love the more it grows* 

Two Gentlemen oj Verona. 

ALMOST as rapidly as it had deepened in 
Rachael's low-roofed cabin, did the dark- 
ness deepen in the long, wainscoted sitting- 
room at Traveere ; and, as old Colonel St^ 
George sat rigidly amongst the shaggy dog» 
and dusty cats upon the hearth, his face seemed 
to darken from within with a gloom mor& 
ominous than the creeping obscurity of the 
night. He had roughly answered '* No " when 
Nora had begged to light the candle in th& 
sconce beside him ; and now the girl stood lean- 
ing against the high chimneypiece, unwilling to 
leave him, yet unconsciously shrinking from hi» 
keen, suspicious glance. 

For quite an hour — ever since Mr. Poynz had 
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left Traveere, and that had been in the broad 
daylight — the old man had been evidently ill 
at ease^ though he had maintained this attitude 
of unwonted stiffness ; and Nora (whose pre- 
sence he had not allowed until his interview 
with Mr. Poynz was over) wondered a good 
deal at his mood, as she stood looking down 
among the smouldering clods of turf. At last 
she made up her mind that he must be — what 
she could not remember his ever having been 
before — in bodily pain. 

Standing against the cracked and darkening 
panes of the narrow window opposite the fire, 
Nuel Armstrong waited, as silent as was the 
old Colonel ; but his eyes were fixed upon Nora, 
steadily and boldly, in the dim uncertain light. 

" Grandpa," said the girl, trying to dispel the 
oppressive silence, " don't mind about Breen's 
worries. I suppose he has been teasing you 
again about the roof, has he V^ 

An impatient grunt was the Colonel's only 
reply, when, to Nora's relief, Kitty pushed open 
the leaning door, and brought in the usual 
family supper of bread and cheese, with an extra 
plate and knife for Dr. Armstrong. Under 
cover of the old servant's presence, Nora lighted 
the candle, heaving an involuntary sigh of relief 
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as its light struggled out beyond her ; just as if 
she had known how furtively she had been 
watched in the gloom. 

" Now, grandpa, come," she said, her cheerful- 
ness an effort to her ; but just then Kitty turn- 
ed back in the open doorway to address her 
master. 

** Breen would be knowin' 'bout the mornin', 
«urr. Will he be prappin' the wall, annyhow ? 
He's afther biddin' me ask ye." 

*'He will do nothing," returned Colonel St. 
George, sharply, as he left his chair and 
paced the room. *' When I want him about 
the house, I shall tell him so. Push that door 
to." 

It was with real longing that Nora looked 
after the old woman's retreating form. It would 
be so much pleasanter even on the smoky 
hearth of the draughty kitchen, with Kitty asleep 
in her broken chair, than here, where the air 
seemed heavy with fretfulness and discontent ; 
yet still, with that innate compassion of a strong 
young nature for an old and feeble one, she 
came up to her grandfather, and linked her 
warm white hands about his arm. 

" Take your supper, child," he said, standing 
suddenly to face her. ** Don't let me be wor- 
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ried by any more of you — ^I've had enough* 
YouVe got to earn a living for yourself, and 
you cannot begin too soon to be a woman and 
earn it/' 

" No, grandpa, I am ready," she responded^ 
gently. " I will do just as you wish — either go 
at once, or stay with you/' 

"Of course you will do as 1 wish/' he re- 
torted, briskly. " Who else is to have a wish, 
in the matter, I should like to know? Who 
else has any call to have a wish in the matter ? 
And yet they all interfere, as if — ^as if they knew 
better than I did. Pah 1" 

*'And I am to go, grandpa?" 

** You are to go, child ; and you are to make 
no fuss about it either. They will put a means 
of living into your hands, and you must take 
it, for you will be poor enough." 

His small dark eyes had fixed themselves on 
Dr. Armstrong's. face now; but Dr. Armstrong 
noticed nothing of the gaze, as he came slowly 
forward, and stood at Nora's side. 

"She shall never be poor while I live," he 
said, his tones very smooth and deliberate. 

"Listen," cried the old man, with a swift, 
harsh laugh. " You shall never be poor as long 
as Nuel Armstrong lives. He will explain this 
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presently, no doubt. He has always been your 
friend^ child, and you hear that you are never 
to be poor while he lives. Don't let him forget." 

" I shall not forget," observed Nuel, with em- 
phasis, and as he said it he laid his hand ca- 
ressingly upon the girl's shoulder. 

Without shrinking, she lifted her own hand, 
and pushed his away. 

" I need never be poor, of course, when I can 
win my own livelihood," she said. 

" Folly 1" muttered Nuel, his face red and 
angry. ** Do you think the world is made up 
of idiots, that a beautiful and sweet and spirited 
girl can ^o among them, winning money only ?" 

^^ Grandpa," said Nora, still close at his side, 
** wont you have some supper t" 

"No; I've had supper enough. Now then, 
child, let me go. Tou can begin to prepare 
for your journey as soon as you like ; and, if 
they, any of them, bring lies to you — plausible, 
ready-made lies — go to Nuel." 

" Nuel may not be near," said Nora, trying 
to shake off her vague, intangible fear. 

The old man's answer was sharp and sudden. 

" Nuel must be near. If I thought they were 
to have it all thfeir own way over there, you 
should stay here in spite of every Englishman 
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under the sqn. But you shall promise. You 
are an obedient child, and when you have pro- 
mised j'ou will keep your word. But that will 
Jo to-moiTOw; I'm sick of it all to-night. 
Everything that you need to hear 1 shall tell you 
myself to-morrow. Remember that, to-morrow 
morning, I've more to tell you than I ever told 
you in your life before. I wouldn't do it, only 
I know that what you promise me you will do. 
Now let me go.'' 

*^ Grandpa, grandpa," she pleaded, wistfully, 
^' don't let me go to England yet ; let me wait 
till I understand it all better." 

But the old man was gone before the words 
were all uttered, and it was Nuel Armstrong 
who came up to her eagerly to answer them. 

" There is nothing to understand," he said. 
^*I have made it all smooth for you now, my 
darling. You have only to trast everything to 
me. I will make the journey to England pleas- 
ant for you." 

** Then I must go by land," put in Nora, 
carelessly* 

/'You shall have no anxiety, no care, no 
fatigue," he went on, without a pause. " I will 
opend my whole days in making life easy and 
liappy for you, Nora." 
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" I should not care for such a life," she said,, 
in proud unconcern. " I am no invalid to need 
a physcian's attendance. Why should you want 
to give it to me, Nuel ?" 

*^ Why V he echoed, his thin lips parting in 
a stiff, forced smile, while he moved backwards, 
and stood with folded arms against the closed 
door. " What other girl would ask such a 
question ? My darling, how can ever I let you 
venture among strangers, knowing so little aa 
you know ?" 

'^I am not your daughter, Nuel," said the 
girl, gravely. '* You need not feel ashamed 
about my ignorance." 

'' We are not thinking of the same kind of 
ignorance," he returned, still standing against 
the door opposite to her, his figure strained and 
stiff. ^' The ignorance you mean will soon be 
lost when you go out into the world, Nora, 
The ignorance / mean only I can take away, 
and I intend to begin to-night." 

'^ It is rather late," she said, looking round 
with a sigh. " Will the lesson be long I" 

"Nora," he asked, his voice a very whis- 
per in its intense eagerness, '* is it possible you 
do not guess enough to tell you what is th& 
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lesson I alone can teach yon ? Is it possible, 
my love ?'* 

Even in the poor and meagre h'ght of that 
one candle burning behind her, he could see a 
new look dawn in her face ; a look which, 
though it did not show even a full comprehen- 
sion, would yet — if he had not been so blind — 
have struck the death-blow to such a fancy aH 
'he was nursing — that the first fresh love of her 
womanhood would be his, at his own awaken- 
ing touch. 

"No person," , she said, in her quaint, soft 
Irish way, " can be answerable for their guesses. 
Why, I guessed one night that you would cure 
Kitty all in a minute if I fetched you — and 
the next morning she was worse." 

" Still you can guess this," he maintained, 
speaking sternly, as he tried to convince him- 
self that there could not really be a gleam of 
amusement on her sweet, grave face. " Yon 
know all I have done for you, Nora ; and you 
know how I require to be repaid." 

"A few minutes ago you said I knew no- 
thing.'' 

" Nothing but what I have taught you," he 
answered, curbing his passion to speak quietly, 
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ae she did ; " and surely after all these years I 
must have taught you how I love you.'* 

*^ Just as grandpa has^" she answered, look- 
ing frankly into his flushed face. '^Let me 
pass now, please ; I want to say good night to 
him." 

" Tell me/' he said, peering into her eyes as 
she came nearer to the door, ^'has any other 
man ever said a word to you of — marriage?" 

"Of his own marriage^ do you mean, or 
yours?". 

" By heavens 1" he cried, seizing both her 
hands, in his roused excitement, *'you aggra- 
vate a man beyond endurance, Nora ! Tell me 
the truth." 

'*I shall never tell you anything else," she 
answered, coldly. 

*' And you quite understand what we are to 
each other — you and I ?" 

*' Quite," she said, calmly, as she drew her 
hands from Doctor Armstrong's ; " old friends 
who disagree a great deal, but generally start 
fair again — ^you as the clever friend and physi- 
cian, whom all my life I have been ordered to 
admire ; I as the girl whom no one but yourself 
has ever praised. I don't suppose we shall ever 
leave off disagreeing, Nuel." 
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better or more useful if they were true. You try 
to make me discontented with everyone except 
yourself; and so you tell me how they scorn me, 
while you will never change. If that is kind- 
ness, I should like unkindness and cruelty ; and, 
if that is the way men love, I would rather no 
man ever loved me." 

He was looking at her in blank astonishment, 
and the answer he would have liked to utter 
would not come to his lips. Beautiful as he 
had always known her to be, her beauty had 
never struck him as at that moment, and yet 
had never before seemed so far out of his reach. 
Yet even now her voice was stirred by no tone 
of passion. She was only very earnest in what 
she said, very simply and thoughtfully earnest. 

"Nora,'* he cried, desperately and thought- 
lessly^ as he guarded the door a moment^ so 
that she should not pass, *' you mistake me to- 
night. You are not docile as you are some- 
times. But I can wait. When you find your- 
self alone, my darling — alone among strangers 
— you will be glad to feel how safe you are in 
my love, and to know that we are destined 
for each other.'* 

The girl's lips curled with frank disdain, yet 
still no glimpse of passion awoke in the lovely 
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eyes, and Nuel Armstrong vaguely and uncom- 
fortably felt conscious of this. 

'* That is a silly idea, which you know to be 
untrue," she said, quietly. "Is it that fancy 
which h^s made you so odd to me for the last 
two or three days ? Grandpa never meant such^ 
* thing, I'm sure, Nuel,'' she went on simply, in' 
his silence, " so don't you fancy it. I will tell you 
now exactly what I'm going to do, and you'll 
see that I shall not have time to think of you. 
You remember what you told me last night, as 
we came home from the bog — ^7 remember every 
word as distinctly as if you had said it only two 
minutes ago. You told me that the English 
gentleman had said it to grandpa, but I knew 
you had made a mistake ; for one can generally 
judge if certain words could be uttered by cer- 
tain persons, and I knew at once that Mr. 
Poynz had not uttered those. He would be 
sorry I was not educated, not rude or scornful 
about it. He would be more likely to wish he 
could help me than to ridicule me — yes, I am 
quite sure of that, Nuel ; and so the thoughts 
and words were yours. But, when I heard 
them — perhaps before I had thought enough to 
recognise that you were mistaken — I made a 
resolution for my life in England, and I will 
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keep it with all mj might and main. Why are 
you smiling? I am not such a child as you 
fancy ; and you will see — ^whoever has thought 
me idle and rough and ignorant, shall see — that 

I can be just the opposite ; and But that is 

all I meant to say. With^this work before me, 
and I so unequal to it now, have I time to 
think of unnecessary things t" 

" Then promise me to think only of this, while 
we are apart, Nora — ^if we must be apart at all,'' 
Dr. Armstrong cried, relieved. 

" Why promise ?" she questioned, simply. " I 
shall be far too busy to waste a moment's time. 
Now, Nuel, will you pull the door, please I It 
has stuck, as usual. Oh, dear, dear, what a 
long time you and I have wasted here I" 

"Must you go, Nora?" he pleaded. *' Be- 
cause, after to-night I can never feel sure " 

But by this time she had escaped, and was 
standing at her grandfather's bedroom door, far 
back in the dark hall. There came no answer to 
her summons, though she had heard the step 
within and the quick banging of the door of the 
small iron safe ; so she just called her good night 
through the door, and went on to the kitchen. 

While the supper was left untouched in the 
sitting-room, Kitty was taking hers gloomily 
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beside the empty grate, her cotton apron pinned 
across her shoulders with an evident apprecia- 
tion of its warmth and luxury. 

« Not gone to bed, Kitty ? Oh, that's good 1" 
exclaimed Nora, as she stooped down upon the 
chilly hearth. " I want a turf or two. Grand- 
pa's gone to bed, and my room will be so dismal 
to-night. Isn't it a cloudy night, Kitty I Now 
where are the matches ?" 

"A wee fire in yer room, eh?" queried the 
old woman, cleverly concealing the fact that 
she was grateful for this interruption of her 
solitude. "An' how 'U ye hide it from yer 
grandpa annyhow?" 

" You'll see," returned Nora, loading herself 
briskly with turf and faggots. " I shall pass in 
the dark, you know. He couldn't see, even if 
he opened the door." 

" An' the Docthor — he he's safe in his room, 
I s'pose, for he tould me he wurr stayin' here 
the night intirely. Stay — if he he's gone to 
his bed, I'll bring a lighted turrf from the sit- 
tin'-room, an' thin we'll have a fire in no time. 
Sin on, me dear." 

Ten minutes after this, Nora had pinned 
the old curtains before her rattling win- 
dows, and drawn her big box and her ono chair 
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close up to the new-bom fire, whose glow was 
at present wanting in intensity, and whose blaze 
was, to say the least, feeble. 

"Isn't this delightful, Kitty f she asked, 
seating herself upon the box, in utter uncon- 
sciousness of any self-denial in assigning the 
old woman the easier seat* '^ Isn't it far better 
than going to bed ? How long can you stay 
with me, Kitty !" 

"It ben't in the dark that FU be in thim 
passages me lone agin^'' returned Kitty, decis- 
ively. " It isn't goin' to give her a chance o' 
skeerin' us agin the night, I'll be, less she comes 
here ; an' they do say light skeers her." 

" We've left her out in the cold," put in 
Nora, speaking cheerily, because she saw that 
the old servant's anxiety was real. " What do 
banshees wear, Kitty I" 

"Whisht, Miss Nora! Niver ye spake of 
her anny way. D'ye think the Docthor's gone 
to his room, me dear ?" 

"I would as soon talk of the banshees, Kitty, 
quite." 

And then there was a few minutes' silence, 
as if Kitty's words had led Nora unwillingly 
into a new train of thought. 

" I suppose," she said, presently, with that 
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grave, questioning glance which was so child- 
like in its waiting earnestness^ *' that you have 
been in love, Kitty ?" 

" Jist a toime or two, me dear ; sure that's 
all," acknowledged Kitty, briskly. "But I 
niver doide over it intirely, like the gurrl in the 
pome ye read me ; faith nor I didn't do worsely 
an' marry." 

''Why not?" 

^' Why not ?" repeated Kitty, placidly. " Kase 
on our widdin' day, me dear, he niver shoo'd 
himself at the churrch at all, an' I wint back to 
sarvice." 

" Ah, he had deceived you at the very last ?" 
questioned Nora, with acute sympathy. " How 
wicked !" 

"Well, maybe it wurrn't so much his fault 
anny vray as it would ha' bin if he'd mint it," 
Kitty conceded. "He'd bin havin' toothache, 
off an' on constant, ye see, me dear ; an' on the 
night afore that day — what would a bin his 
widdin' day if he'd bin marr'ed on it — he took 
suthin' a druggerist gave him t' easy him, an' 
he niver woke himself till evenin'. Dear, dear, 
how I remimber seein' him rin up the bray's 
face to till me how he'd slep' away his widdin' 
day I 



\» 



NORA^S LOVE TEST. 167 

'* And how did you meet him V* 

" Nohow," was the quick retort. " D'ye think 
rd iver agin think of a man ringin' me?" 

*^ It was Breen, 1 think/' hazarded Nora. 

** Tis, it wurr Breen, me dear. Sorra a wan 
ilse. He'n me's bitter frinds now though thin 
we'd a bin marr'ed to each anther, both of us." 

" Kitty," inquired Nora, presently, " d'you 
think that when persons are fond of other per* 
sons there are different ways of telling them so, 
or only one ? How," she went on, in her deep 
earnestness, '^ did Breen first tell you he was 
fond of you, Kitty ?" 

*' Oh, jist in th^ ould way, me dear !'^ replied 
Kitty, turning her head to see what pale, clear 
light came gliding from behind them. '^ He jist 
towld me I wurr purthy, an' kissed me ; that's 
all they ginerally do, mirover, till they bring ye 
the ring to thry." 

" Without jovLT&Rjing anything T asked Nora, 
with not only astonishment, but real fear in 
her wide eyes. '' Oh, Kitty, he could never do 
that 1" 

" He did," asserted Kitty, simply ; " an' they 
be all the same. It he's the moon, eh ? Thin 
the clouds are clearin' off at last, me dear. Are 
ye gettin' sleepiful V^ 
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" But Nora only shook her head in answer to 
this question, feeling how very wide awake her 
eyes and her thoughts and her fancies were. 

So, feeding the fire gingerly at intervals, 
though husbanding her scant resources of turf, 
and watching the unlatched door in a perfect 
tremor of fear whenever a tiny faggot crackled, 
the girl sat, hour after hour, wondering greatly 
at Kitty's power of succumbing to irregular 
slumber from which only the apparent disloca- 
tion of her neck at times released her. 

And thus the night wore on, until the old 
woman's longest slumber of all was broken 
suddenly and terribly, and she started to her 
feet in the moonlight, with a frightened, won- 
dering call upon Nora's name. 
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CHAPTER X. 

, Go, aim at idler hearts, 
Thy skill is baffled here. 

The Curse ofKeJiama. 

MR. PENNINGTON had performed the 
usual duty of driving his guest to Lough 
Erne^ and Miss Foster had uttered the usual 
remarks on Irish lakes in general compared 
with the English ones, and expressed the usual 
admiration for both;, in a voice of calm indiffer^ 
ence. And now, glad to feel that the duty- 
drive was over and her box must be packed 
that night, she succumbed to an over-powering 
sensation of mental fatigue, and made Gelia the 
recipient of many a languid sigh, as the two 
girls took their afternoon tea in the quiet 
Vicarage drawing-room — Mrs. Pennington hav- 
ing given up her task of entertainment for a few 
minutes' rest before dinner. Celia^ too, if she 
had not so conscientiously felt the responsibility 
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of her position, would have been relieved by a 
few regretful sighs, as she compared this tite-^ 
Ute with those afternoons which she and Nora 
used to spend over the fire in the shabby 
school-room at the back of the house. There 
was little need of the flaming bog-wood to 
make brightness there. There were no pauses 
in the gay discourse, and no dearth of glad 
spontaneous laughter. Even that frequent 
wrestling between Nora and the boys — ^which 
she used to quell in alarm lest the Vicar should 
send to silence them — and the damages she had 
to repair after their amateur cookery, seemed 
now things to be desired^ from their fresh enjoy- 
ment and their freedom from all restraint. Had 
it ever happened that she and Nora, sitting 
together sipping their tea and fearing no inter- 
ruption, had found the minutes drag, and sub- 
jects of conversation rare and uninteresting T 
Perhaps now Nora was out in one of their 
sunny haunts, longing for her, and never guess- 
ing — but perhaps (ah, Celia had never thought 
of that 1) Will would have joined her there, just 
as in old times, and perhaps they would both be 
wishing she was with them, and thinking that 
she did not care at all. 
A yawn, only half suppressed, from Miss 
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Foeter, recalled Celia to her duty in a moment. 

" Would you like a book?" she asked, in tho^ 
deppessing tone of consciouB inability. *' Would 
you like to come to papa's study and choose?"- 

'* No, thanks ; I am too tired to read. Your 
roads are rather rough for driving, are they 
not ?" 

'' I think they are/' said Celia, meekly. 

" I could have driven for hours longer in Hyde- 
Park without feeling this fatigue. Let me seo 
— ^you do not know London, do you ?" 

With a blush for her barbarous youth, Celia 
confessed that she did not know London: 

"You must come over and visit us/' said 
Miss Foster, languidly yielding her cup to Celia.. 
" That will be a great enjoyment for you, and 
do you good/' 

Celia received this tempting proposal in 
silence. Of course it would be a gorgeous 
thing to drive in Hyde Park, and she should be 
sure to have new dresses to take ; and Will wa» 
such an old friend; but the prospect had ita 
drawbacks, and, besides that, she knew very well 
that her parents would not consent to send her^ 
and could not really afford to do so if they 
wished it. So she only smiled a vague little 
appreciative smile, and let the subject drop aa 
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inertly as most subjects dropped between these 
two. 

" And yet," Celia sighed to herself, " it must 
be my faalt, of course^ because Miss Foster is so 
-clever, and so used to clever society, and could, 
of course, talk so well, if she liad any one worth 
talking to." 

A pleasant interruption came at last, and 
C!elia*s first idea was that this was the very 
pleasantest interruption which could have come* 
Unheralded by the boys this time — for Nat and 
Tom were at a cricket-match in a neighbouring 
village, — Will came in, and roused them in his 
■simple, cheery way ; but after the first minutes, 
while the blush and smile with which she had 
met him still lingered on CeUa's face, he went 
and stood at the window^ looking out, his light 
words growing quieter and less frequent. 

" How very anxiously you have hurried your 
return !" observed his sister presently. " How 
•exceedingly desirous you have been to make 
jourself agreeable to Miss Pennington and my- 
self I" 

*^ Miss Pennington, have I been rude?" asked 
Will, in his frank, spontaneous way. 

He was standing opposite to her, and had 
deed only to turn his eyes from the gate to 
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see her face f uU of pretty, hasty dissent*^ 

** I am so used to being here, you see. Gene-* 
vieve," he explained to his sister, *' that I fall 
quite naturally into all my old ways, and — 
Celia understands." 

" When a gentleman is ungentlemanly," ob- 
served Miss Foster, looking steadily down upon 
her folded hands, "it is a pity that any one 
should understand him/' 

" I think," returned Will, " it is far more a 
pity to insinuate anything discourteous of 
Celia's kindness to me." 

" If you were not thoroughly suspicious," said 
Miss Foster, coldly, *' you would not say such a» 
thing as that. But you always were suspicious, 
Will." 

Before Will's second prompt rebuke waar 
uttered, Celia had quietly left the room, con- 
scious that family bickerings should, if possible, 
be conducted privately. But, as far as Will 
was concerned, she need not have done sc 
He had no intention of quarrelling with hi& 
sister while they were both the guests of his old 
tutor; and, as soon as he was conscious that 
they two were left alone, he began to whistle 
softly as he stood looking out. 

" You seem to be watching very anxiously,"^ 
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observed Genevieve presently. " I suppose yon 

4ire in a hnrry to go back to What is the 

name of that Irish girl's shabby old home ?" 

" Traveere," replied Will, with placidity. 

"I suppose you found the parting very hard 
to-day. Was the good-bye exquisitely pa- 
thetic T" 

*^I heard no good-bye," was Will's careless 
retort. "I shall see Nora again to-morrow, 
and, beyond that^ I hope and trust she is coming 
to London with us." 

'* Coming with us I" cried Genevieve, raising 
ber fair, arched eyebrows, and speaking with 
slow, amused contempt. " There will be more 
voices than one required to arrange such a ridi- 
<5ulous plan. Do you suppose I would travel 
with that semi-barbarous girl ? If her relations 
want her convoyed to England, let them pay 
4Bome one to see hier safely there.^' 

"Mother has given me permission to invite 
her," put in Will, his voice betraying all his 
own anxiety. " I telegraphed to mother, after 
you must have left home, and she answered 
most quickly and kindly. You have no idea, 
Oenevieve, how anxious I am for poor little 
Nora to have care and teaching for a time." 

"Oh yes, I have an idea!" returned Miss 
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Foster, scoffingly. " I am not quite so dense 
as you hope. And as for mother, of course, if 
you took her unawares with a telegram, and 
put your story plausibly, she would do what- 
ever you wished. You know how easily she is 
wound round anybody's finger." 

*' Hold hard, Genevieve !" put in Will, good- 
humouredly. " She w our mother, you know, 
however flexible." 

** Remember, Willoughby," said his sister, with 
great emphasis, " if you utter a word of this 
absurd proposition before Mr. Poynz, I shall hold 
you up to the keenest ridicule." 

Perhaps the threat was not so terrible as she 
imagined, for there was a smile on Will's face 
as it was uttered. 

" And you know very well," she continued, 
« that, if I wrote to mother this morning, and 
asked her if she really meant what she tele- 
graphed to you, she would say, * Certainly not,' 
and that she lefb it all to me." 

" Just possible," said Will, with a sigh ; for 
he knew the weak points of his mother's nature 
as thoroughly as Genevieve did, though he far 
more thoroughly knew the good points. 

Therefore the laugh was all gone when Celia 
came back, and she could plainly see what a c 
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relief her entrance was to him ; while, in her 
innocent delight at seeing this, what wonder 
was it that the girl blushed in simple^ frank 
confession of it, even though Miss Foster's eyes 
were on her ? 

" See,'' she said, as she came up to the win- 
dow, unconscious of what a boon this new in- 
terruption was, "there is Mr. Poynz at the* 
gate. I am glad," she added, simply, turning 
to Genevieve, as Will passed through the open 
window to meet Mark ; " I am very glad he 
came this evening." 

"Are you?" questioned Miss Foster, conceal- 
ing her own joy with admirable address. " You 
see it is so natural to me to see Mr. Poynz 
dropping in at all hours for a little music with 
me, or a chat, that I never could be surprised 
— as I daresay you are." 

By this time Will had hurried down the 
drive, and Mark, who was not hurrying by any 
means, had barely passed the gate when hi9 
friend's eager question met him — 

" Well, Poynz V 

" I am glad it is well ; I was rather doubtful 
about it myself." 

No, but really/* persisted Will, eagerly, 
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" what luck have you had ? Will the old man 
h'sten to my proposal f 

" You will see when you make it." 

" But you pleaded my cause for me T" 

''Yes/' 

" Thank you, Poynz — thank you so much/' 

Something in the tone made Mark turn to 
look, and his idea was at once confirmed by 
Will's rubescent face. 

"Not in that way, Will," he said, quickly; 
" I have only urged the advisability of Miss St» 
George going to England with you and your 
sister^ instead of with Dr. Armstrong. I am not 
such a fool as to plead another man's love-auitf 
remember that. I don't believe you would ask 
it of any man, but, if you ever asked it of me, I 
should refuse without a moment's hesitation." . 

" Of course you would," returned Will, rather 
dejectedly. " I really did not expect it, Poynz. 
Is Nora alone with her grandfather at Traveere 
to-night?" 

" No ; Dr. Armstrong is there." 

" You seem vexed about it," observed Will, 
astonished. "I should be sorry if she were 
alone." 

" It is a trifling evil — to be alone," returned 
Mark, coolly. And by this time they had 
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reached the window, and he was greeting Celia, 
^s she held it open for them to enter the room 
that way. 

The dinner at the Vicarage on that evening 
was rather a silent meal, though Miss Foster, 
sitting at Mark's side, brightened considerably 
on hearing that he had accepted Mrs. Penning- 
ton's offer of a room, and did not intend to 
leave Kilver again until he started for England 
the next day with herself and her brother. 
'Celia smiled with pleasure too, and began to 
tope that Will might be inspired after dinner 
with a plan of entertainment which should 
make the evening cheerful. But Will's thoughts 
never touched any such diversion. Though 
uncharacteristically distrait himself, he could 
jet be aware that something had occurred to 
produce a quieting effect upon his friend. Never 
a great talker, there was still about Mr. Poynz 
•such a keen sense of humour, such quick appre- 
ciativeness, and such ready sympathy and clear- 
ness of thought, tha.t his presence relieved and 
l)rightened the most sombre table. Yet on this 
evening, though a stranger might have been 
deceived by his readiness and ease, Will was 
thoroughly aware that his silence was the 
silence not only of deep, but even of disturbed 
thought. And Will was yet wondering over 
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this, when he and Mark and the Vicar followed 
the ladies to the drawing-room. 

" As we have spent a whole day without you, 
Mr. Poynz," observed Miss Foster, " you must 
do your very best now to make up for it; 
mustn't he, Mr. Pennington?" she added, smil- 
ing at the Vicar, and thinking how very little 
tact he displayed to come and seat himself ia 
the vacant chair beside her. " Will is very re- 
prehensible," she continued, graciously ignoring 
any little difference of opinion she and her 
brother might entertain in private, '^ but he did 
give us a stray hour this afternoon." 

" And wasn't of much account," put in Will, 
simply to make conversation. "Poynz, your 
society would have been the boon, you see." 

"At a pinch,'' quoted Mark, composedly, 
" Lord Ballyraggan is better than no lord at all." 

" I think you ought to put it, ' is better than 
any other lord/ " amended the Vicar, politely. 
"We sleepy aboriginals, who do not know 
what society is doing, and scarcely see the 
JiTnea till it is a week old, can be but dull 
entertainers. I'm sorry Miss Foster has not 
had better amusement to-day than we could 
give her. I trust you understand, Mr. Poynz, 
how glad we should have been to see you V 
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"Your generous hospitality tempted me to 
take that for granted," returned Mark, pleas- 
antly ; '^ but to-day, as you see, I am but a 
moody companion." 

'* Moody !" echoed Will, in utter thoughtless- 
ness. ^^Fm sure I saw no moodiness in you 
to-day, as we sat on that old pine-tree — you and 
I and Nora,'' 

If, from a wide repertory of remarks. Will 
had sought for the one most calculated to 
annoy his sister, he could scarcely have suc- 
ceeded better than in selecting this; yet he 
was as innocent of its inappositeness as of its 
immediate effect, and went on looking over 
Celia's music, utterly unaware that his sister 
could hardly suppress her jealous feelings suffi- 
ciently to utter her next remark in the tone of 
light disdain which she desired. 

'*iVbra," she repeated, turning to Celia with 
a smile. '^ Isn't that the girl you told me of, 
who runs wild about the country, and scarcely 
knows good from evil r 

"I— I think '' began Celia; but Will 

burst into the discussion — 

" Nora is one of the best girls I know, Gene- 
vieve. However she may have been trained, 
she is as good a girl at heart as ever lived." 
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"I did not ask you/' smiled Genevieve. 
"As I happen to have heard a good many 
stories of your pranks here, and of the similar 
tastes of this Irish girl, you cannot, of course* 
expect me to be much impressed by your view 
of the matter." 

'* She never did a thing that was wrong," 
Will went on, with boyish vehemence; but 
Mark interrupted him with a quiet remark to 
Genevieve. 

" His evidence is nothing, is it. Miss Foster? 
They were confederates, and I dare say he lelt 
his own inferiority too ; for aren't we told that 
women in mischief are wiser than men f 

"She was a very small woman," said Will, 
laughing now. 

" As a child," observed the Vicar, " such con- 
duct was excusable in one who never was 
trained with any care or experience ; but Nora 
is growing up now, and I should like to see a 
little more staidness and circumspection." 

"I suppose,'' remarked Miss Foster, with a 
smile for Mr. Poynz, as he sat down near her, 
" that this girl found some way of amusing 
you this morning ? You are such a student of 
character." 

" Am I ? Then I must go again, to improve 
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my opportunities — especially with her grand- 
father.'' 

"He's a very wicked old man, I've heard," 
said Genevieve, more cheerfiil now she had 
won Mark's entire attention. " Tell me — does 
he look as curious for a man as his grand* 
daughter does for a girl ?" 

" Well, that wotdd be saying a great deal — 
wouldn't it ? But still he has a curious appear- 
ance. 

' Sometimes he wears an old brown coat, 

Sometimes a pompadore ; 
Sometimes 'tis bnttoned np behind. 
And sometimes down before.' '' 

" He is a fright of course !" laughed Genevieve. 

But Will, asleep to the hint so skilfully pre- 
pared for him, put in his interruption. 

'^But surely, Poynz, you don't deny that 
Nora is very beautiful ? Why, I never was so 
astonished in my life as when I first saw her 
to-day, yet I always fancied I knew how pretty 
she would be.^' 

"^As none of us," returned Mark, perfectly 
aware in what mood Miss Foster awaited his 
reply, ^* have had your opportunities, Will — ex- 
cepting, of course, Miss Pennington, — you must 
not expect us to see things exactly as yon do. 
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I will either politely adopt your opinion of Miss 
St. George's beauty, or be silent about it — 
whichever you like." 

" I think/' put in Mrs. Pennington, with a 
deprecating glance at Miss Foster, as ii begging 
pardon for continuing a rather derogatory sub- 
ject of discussion, " that, in censuring Nora St. 
George's unconventional demeanour and be- 
haviour, we must make a little allowance for 
her own utter ignorance, both as to her past and 
her probable future." 

" Mamma always thinks there's some mystery 
attached to Nora," smiled Celia, glancing up at 
Mr. Poynz as he came to ask her for a song. 
"Isn't it a romantic idea, Mr. Poynz V" 

" Very, and a fatiguing one. The solution of 
a mystery necessitates thought, and thought 
militates against a man's happiness. Do sing. 
Miss Pennington." 

Celia sang then and there ; passing from 
" Susan's Story " to '' Walter's Wooing," and 
then to *^ Janet's Choice," with an evident ap- 
preciation of variety. And after that Miss 
Foster sang, with a little persuasion. And then 
she perfornied various accompaniments for her 
brother, failing in her attempt to play for Mark 
too, as he had challenged the Vicar to a game 
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of chess ; while Celia presided busily at the tea- 
table, and Mrs. Pennington nodded surrep- 
titiously over her " company " knitting. 

At last the music and the game and the chat 
ceased. The evening — though they had made 
it an unusually long one — was over, and even 
the Vicar (always the last in the house to retire) 
had closed his bed-room door upon the outer 
world. 

It was Celia's bed-room which had been given 
up to Mr. Poynz, and it was crowded with 
traces of her occupation — in feebly and vividly 
executed illuminations, in unsubstantial adorn- 
ments of white muslin, and in prettily-bound 
volumes of moral poetry — yet Mark barely glanc- 
ed at its attractions. Slowly and thoughtfully 
he paced backwards and forwards through the 
length of the narrow room, seeing nothing of 
the rose-covered drugget at which he gazed, 
and hearing nothing of his own measured steps. 
When the moon shone from behind its veil of 
drifting clouds, the light roused him and took 
him to the window, to stand looking out upon 
the chill brown bog, with its glistening strips of 
water, and upon the silvered laurels below him ; 
but, when the jealous clouds shut in the moon's 
light again, he turned and renewed his walk, 
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still deep in harassed thought. ( 

den fit of impatience with himse i 
of Celiacs school prizes from a 
pended shelf, and sitting down be e 
with his fingers in his thick silv( 
himself up to its study. But its i 
all-absorbing, and after half an I 
closed it quietly, and for the last i 
his thoughtful walk. 

Presently he paused, listenin 
ment ; for the silence of the nig 
by a step upon the gravel under 1 i 
light, running step. 

Thoroughly aware that the i ; 
was all in darkness, Mark exti ; 
candles with the cool promptitude : 
action; and then he pulled aside : 
and opened the window. The 
step had ceased ; but just then the : 
rung in a swift, unsteady manner. 

"What is it?'' called Mark, w ; 
mentis hesitation. But, just as i 
little rift in the passing cloud-ba 
full moon a moment's time to ligl I 
and then he needed no reply to his : 

He knew the girlish form he a 
against the door, bareheaded, ai 
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a little ; be knew the beautiful face, raised 
eagerly and piteously at the sound of his voice ; 
and a minute afterwards he had opened the 
Vicarage door upon Nora St. George. 
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CHAPTER XL 

" Open the door !" 

No ; let the curtain fall. 

The Inn Album» 
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T is help we want, Mr. Poynz," panted^ 
Nora, her face fall of fear as she spoke 
fast and quietly^ '^ at home, please. The house 
— has fallen." 

*'Not yet," said Mark^ taking down in his own 
the trembling hand that still rested on the bell^ 
and seeing at a glance how alarm had magni- 
fied what must have occurred at Traveere. 
'^ Something has fallen, I daresay ; so we will go- 
and see what it is." 

*' Oh 1 Mr. Poynz/' she cried, her eyes tearless 
and terrified under her drawn brows, "it is^ 
grandpa's room ; and Do come 1" 

Mark smiled a little on hearing how low and 
wistful the pretty Irish voice could be, even ia 
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^11 its alarm ; but the smile was visible only for 
an instant, and Nora never saw it. Besides, 
there had not been an instant's delay, and 
Mark wasted no time in either words or 
thoughts. 

^* I will harness Mr. Pennington's pony," he 
said ; " and he or I will drive you back. We 
shall be at Traveere in a few minutes.^' 

"You will come — you will really help us?" 
she questioned, with one piteous glance into his 
face ; and reading there his answer, without a 
word she turned to run back to Traveere, swift- 
ly as a frightened child. 

Mark looked after her for a moment, and then 
looked up at the window, where the Vicar's 
head appeared with a query as to what was the 
matter. 

" Something has happened at Traveere ; Miss 
"St. George has been here for help. May I 
harness your pony and drive after her ? or may 
I harness it for you, Mr. Pennington ?" 

The Vicar's prompt response was to throw 
the stable-keys at Mark's feet. 

" I will dress at once," he said ; " but don't 
wait for me. I will tell Will, if he is aroused. 
Pray drive on as fast as you can, and pick up 
Nora — poor little girl 1 We will follow." 
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There was little need to tell Mark to driv&- 
fast. Just as quickly as he had drawn the 
phaeton from the little coach-house — remem- 
bering well that it was there he had seen Nora 
first — and just as quickly as he had harnessed 
the stout gray pony, he took him now through 
the garden gate, and out into the bog-road.. 
What a pity Will had not awakened soon 
enough to come at once! But Mr. Pen- 
nington would soon follow, and in the mean- 
time his hands were strong, and Nora in her 
haste and weariness might fall. The stout 
gray pony, with an evident inclination to resent 
this derangement of his usual night's rest, had 
it in his mind to repay his persecutor by a 
sturdy rebellion ; but his attempts were sum- 
marily cut short, and. with a spasm of pain and 
humiliation, he was obliged to dash up the in- 
cline, conscious that the new hand upon hi» 
reins was that of a master. 

Mark^ bending his head against the wind as- 
it came sweeping down the bog, allowed no 
pause ; for he knew that at any moment the^ 
clouds might once more imprison the friendly 
moon, and hide from him that slight, dark figure 
hurrying far in advance. He called to her 
again and again, loudly, in the night silence,. 
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but she made no pause, until at her very side 
Mark drew up the panting pony. Then she 
stopped, her right hand pressed upon her heart, 
and her breath coming quickly and irregularly. 
She moved to the side of the carriage, and 
grasped it with one hand ; and Mr. Poynz, 
without reminding her that she would have lost 
no time by waiting for him to drive her, lifted her 
in, and left her quietly to rest, while he has- 
tened the injured pony on again, swift and 
direct almost as the night wind which met 
them. 

Did either of the two who sat now so silently 
side by side, recall in their thoughts that other 
drive along this road, only two days ago, when 
' — though sitting so unsociably back to back — 
ihey had frankly and merrily chatted to each 
other, just as if a life-long friendship were be- 
ginning for them then? And did either of 
them wonder whether, that being their first 
drive, this might be their last? Who could 
tell, for they were both as silent as the moon 
above them, through all that drive across the 
bog. 

Once or twice Nora looked up into her com- 
panion's face, her lips parting as if she would 
have spoken had her breath been less hurried ; 
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bat she never did, and Mark never turned at all 
to her until they had passed through the gate 
at Traveere — left wide open — and entered the 
short, neglected avenne. Then he turned, and 
for an instant closed his hand upon hers. 

" The old house stands where it did, my 
child," he said, letting the pony walk up the 
rough, grass-grown road. " Take heart, and 
tell me what has happened." 

"It was grandpa's room," whispered Nora, 
breathlessly. " There was a terrible crash ; and 
— I ran to grandpa, and — his room was full of 
bricka, and mortar, and dust. And the bed 
was beyondj and even at the door I could 
scarcely breathe, and — oh, poor grandpa I And. 
then I wanted — some one to help us, and — I 
came." 

The moon shone from behind a young ash 
straight before them, and made a wondrous 
picture of the moving leaves and boughs. 
Mark's eyes were fixed upon it, and Nora's fol- 
lowed them, still with a great perplexity vntbin 
their depths. 

" I didn't stop to think whether it was wrong 
to run away," she went on, presently. "J felt 
all in a moment how helpless we were ; and 
Kitty was asleep, and I knew you were all 



192 NORA^S LOVE TEST. 

kind at the Vicarage ; so I ran. I never stop- 
ped, never once, till you saw me; and I 
should have run back, only — you took me up. 
I wish I could have helped leaving — grandpa.^* 

"You did the very wisest thing you could 
have done,'^ said Mark, without the slightest 
evidence of being moved by her distress, simply 
in his own natural quiet tones. *^A man^s 
strength will be wanted — perhaps the strength 
of many men — and you and your servant could 
have done nothing alone.'^ 

" Alone I^' repeated Nora, absently. " We 
were not alone. Dr. Armstrong is at Tra- 



veere." 



" Is he ?^' questioned Mark ; and now he turn- 
ed his head and looked at her as he spoke. 
^' Did you forget that, when you ran to us ?" 

" At first — at the very first I did/' she an- 
swered slowly, her eyes dark and wide and 
puzzled. "He does not often stay with us, 
and T had forgotten. I soon remembered, 
though — quite soon — but 1 did not turn back ; 
I went on." 

" I am aware," said Mark, quite lightly, " that 
you came on." But he could not hide some- 
thing in his voice which told that he under- 
stood more than her words. 
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There was not another moment's loitering, 
and among the dreary shadows round the gaunt 
old house the pony was made to take them sa 
swiftly, that it was a great shock to him to b& 
pulled up again so soon. 

The disjointed door stood open, and in a 
farther corner of the dismal hall Bran stood 
howling drearily. 

''Why did you start, Miss St. George ?'' 
inquired Mark, in a comfortable, unconcerned 
tone, as they entered the house. *' You surely 
understand enough about dogs to know that 
they make that hideous sound very often on a 
moonlight night V^ 

" No," said the girl, gravely, her eyes fixed 
straight before her in the gloom, "not that 
sound, Mr. Ponyz; I have never heard Bran 
wail like that. There — where he stands — is 
grandpa's door." 

It was opened as she spoke, and they saw 
that a light burned within ; but Nuel Arm- 
strong, who had come from it, pulled-to the 
door behind him, and only the moonlight show- 
ed them to each other. 

*' What does this mean V asked Dr. Arm- 
strong, roughly addressing Mark. " What right 
have you in this house at this hour f 

VOL. I. 
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** I have come to offer help/' Mark answered, 
apeaking very quietly as he looked down into 
Nora's white face. ^* I think that gives me right 
to enter where help is needed." 

Who told yon help was needed ?" 
I did/' said Nora, steadily. " I went to the 
Vicarage, Nuel, and asked Mr. Poynz to come 
and help us. Oh, Nuel, let me pass to grandpa !" 

^'You shall go where you will, when this 
interloper has left the house," returned Nuel, 
making a ftitile effort to regain his usual tone 
and manner. " So it will be wise of you to say 
good night to him and let him go." 

"Miss St. George has not attempted yet to 
detain me," observed Mark, coolly, " so your 
advice to her is superfluous. I hope she will 
bid us both good night, for you and I can do 
all there is to do. Allow me to pass." 

"Oh, certainly!" replied Dr. Armstrong, 
hissing the words suavely. " I shall be most 
happy. I only wait just to hear — a mere 
formula of course — by what right you intrude 
here." 

" Stand back, sir, if you please," said Mark, 
with dangerous quietness. "I will waste tio 
minutes in words with you— even in Miss St. 
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George's presence. I am as near a connection 
of Colonel St. George's as y6u are — nearer, I 
•will swear — and yon shall keep no one from 
that room where the old man needs help.'' 

Perhaps because he saw he had to deal with a 
strong and resolute man, and perhaps it because 
Nora herself seemed shrinking from him while 
he stood in her way, Nuel Armstrong moved 
aside. 

"You shall repent this unauthorised intru- 
sion," he said to Mark ; and Mr. Poynz answer- 
ed that it was very possible, and pushed open 
the door with a gentle hand, to look into the 
ruined chamber. 

Before them^ where they stood, a bank of 
bricks and mortar, and fragments of wood and 
stone, was piled so high that nothing but the 
bare, curtainless upper frame of the bed beyond 
was visible. 

Mark's keen, quick eyes took in all the scene. 
The fragments of the chimney were heaped so 
high against the wall upon the hearth that 
only the top of Colonel St. George's iron safe 
was left to mark his favourite comer ; and on 
the hearth itself the mass reached nearly to a 
hole in the ceilings which revealed another 

o2 
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opening in the room above, and let in the moon^ 
light from the sky itself." 

" Does he live ?" asked Mark, in low, quick 
tones, as he turned to Dr. Armstrong. " You 
have been in. Does he live?" 

" The dust was suffocating," was the answer, 
uttered unwillingly. " It drove me back when- 
ever I tried to reach him." 

"It is suffocating now," Mark said, im- 
patiently. "Miss St. George, go quickly to 
your own room, and rest. We will send to call 
you — ^presently. Go — it is stifling here." 

He spoke in a tone of authority which 
seemed natural to him ; but she only saw that 
his glance was very kind and anxious, and that 
he was in haste to do something which her pre- 
sence hindered; so she turned at once, like a 
child, at his bidding, and left the room. 

Bran was still whining dismally in the 
shadow ; but, when Nora went up to him, and, 
kneeling beside him, in her loneliness, threw 
her arms round his neck, and whispered to him 
coaxing, tender, pitifiil, wasted words, he grew 
quiet ; catching his breath lUst once, as if in a 
sob, a^d then standing quite stiU, wiih panting 
breast, and wide hoUow eyes fixed npon the 
moonlight through the open outer hall-door. 
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"Bran/' whispered Nora, stroking his old 
brass collar gently with her fingers, " isn't it 
lonely? Oh, Bran, isn't it lonely !" 

It seemed a relief to whisper it even to the 
dumb animal who stood so still to listen. 

'^Miss Nora, it he's yerself at last, thin? 
Come, me dear, I've git a fire for ye, an' a cup 
o' tay. Come, doaty." 

It was no wonder — when the girl had held 
out so long 1 She was little more than a child, 
after all, and so little used to care and gentle- 
ness that she laid her head upon the old 
woman's shoulder, and sobbed away a little of 
the fear and loneliness and horror which had 
enfolded her that dreary night. And yet it 
was so strange to see her cry, even in her 
trouble, or seek and need a comforter, that 
Kitty could not think, in her astonishment, of 
words which would soothe and comfort. But 
suddenly she remembered, with satisfaction, 
that fire and candles were living facts, and 
would be better than any uttered solace, and 
that tea was a more efficacious sustenance than 
the wisest proverb. 

So she led Nora out of the chill and gloom, 
up to the freshly-lighted fire in the kitchen, 
and something in its broad frank blaze made 
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the girl shiver even in its warmth. Was the 
restraining hand helpless now? Was the 
master, who had made profusion and ease and 
luxury impossible in this house, master no longer 
even in name ? Was his will set aside now by 
his old servant, because he could not lift his 
voice to enforce it ? 

"Oh I Kitty/^ she cried, with a frightened 
sob, "is grandpa safe? Will they be in time?" 

Kitty, standing beside the table to pour out 
the cup of tea, glanced sideways at her young 
mistress, startled by her cry. Was it possible 
that Miss Nora could be anything but glad to be 
released from the hard and grinding tyranny 
which had given her such a childhood and girl- 
hood as only her own bright unsuspicious 
nature had rendered endurable ? No, it never 
could be possible — so the old woman decided 
within herself, and brought the tea up to Nora 
with an unmoved face. 

'^ Wb about yer grandpa we^U be seein' afther 
a wee,'^ she said, soothingly, "Now it's the 
cup o^ tay yer to be dhrinkin'. Ah, this he's a 
bad day fur Traveere — glory to God. And th' 
ould master on'y stood his chance jist as the 
rist of us do. Ye don't be sayin' much, me 
dear, but I'll untherstand, mirover. Didn't I 
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know BTithin' wus comin' with her keenin' 
round th' ould house? An' this very night 
didn't I have a smell o' the black airth ? But 
niver mind, doaty; dhrink yer tay now, and 
ould Kitty'll not lave ye, anny way. Wouldn't 
it be lavin' the hearrt out o' me brist intirely ?" 

" Do have some tea yourself, Kitty," request- 
ed Nora, speaking absently, while she listened 
to the sounds from the room behind. 

" Yis, yis, I'Jl sup it, me dear, prisently ; but 
I'd like to be tould why that fool o' the wurrld 
don't come. Wurrn't it meself jist afther rinnin* 
fur him, the big idget ?" 

"Breen?" asked Nora, restless and feverish. 
" Oh I Kitty, nobody comes. If we could but 
help ! Listen I" 

" Bliss me, Miss Nora," cried Kitty, pettish in 
her fear, " how ye startle a -purrson I FU be so 
narvous prisently, I won't be ould Kitty at all. 
It's the clargy's voice, an' the young gintleman 
as come back to ould Ireland yisterdy ; I should 
tell a bead fur every hair o' their blissed heads 
the night. Yit, more's the pity, doaty, the 
Praste himself can't hilp a sowl fryin' in Pur- 
gory, glory to God, till " 

" Kitty I Kitty !" cried Nora, stopping the 
old woman's words in a perfect agony. " Oh I 
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bush I hush ! It is so terrible to hear to- 
night 1" 

Kitty would have relapsed into silence then, 
but Nora roused her imploringly. 

**Ohl Kitty, wonH you go? You havenH 
been forbidden, as I have, and they — I mean, 
Dr. Armstrong may want you. Call me, Kitty, 
the moment they allow you, for I must speak to 
grandpa." 

^* If it he's yerself that yer grandpa wants, 
me dear, I shall call ye swiflf, so rist aisy,'' re- 
turned the old woman, pausing, after she had 
risen, to look down with real curiosity on the girl. 
** It he's harrd to see, tho' why ye would care fur 
him as has niver chirished even so much as the 
purthy face of ye, me dear, an' wus as harrd to 
me as to you, if not a bit aisier even, kase I 
wurr niver his slave, an' it's yerself that often 
wurr. Bat mebbe the fright has shooken'd ye. 
Ye'll be all right f th' murrnin', me dear, an' I 
shall make a pitaty cake that'll warrm the 
cockles o' yer hearrt ; an' sure whin I do that 
same, an' git the daceht bit an' sup, we'll git 
no scowls an' scouldin's now, as we've iver an' 
alwis got mirover. Whisht! What he's the 
matter t It's yerself that must sit quietsome, 
or I don't stirr." 
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" I am quite quiet," said Nora 
ber hands locked. " Call me q 
you may/' 

" An' who he's to orther me 
ed Kitty, in soliloquy, as she L 
** Is there slave-grinderers all tl 
fiure ?" 

Only a few minutes had passe 
departure, but Nora felt as if sh 
hour alone, when Dr. Armstrong 

^^Nora, my dear," he said, a 
hand and placed it on his arc 
would be anxious, and I am c 
you. We have carried your gra 
empty room on the other side 
where you used to persist in sil 
I particularly wanted you out of 
remember, my darling ? He is r* 
that wreck and dust ; but we 1 
plained of the labour. Will you 

She had taken her hand fron 
and now her fingers touched for 
head of the old dog, who was 
from the kitchen. Bran underst 
and walked back to the hearth, 
long howl, which made Dr. Arm? 
an imprecation on his head. 
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" Will he know me ?" asked Nora, turning to 
address Nuel for the first time, as she stood at 
the door of the room to which he had followed 
her. 

" Know you I" echoed Dr. Armstrong, aston* 
ished. " Didn't you understand me, my love t 
He was dead when I went in this morning— at 
the first alarm. He must have been smothered 
in a minute." 

** Oh, grandpa !" cried the girl, as she fell on 
her knees beside the improvised bed on which 
he lay. " Oh, poor, poor grandpa !" 

It was all that it seemed possible to her to 
say, in her great awe and bewilderment; in 
this her first experience of death — and a death 
which brought no anguish, even no great dis- 
tress. 

So she knelt, whispering in this strange com- 
passion, while Nuel Armstrong, with low, en- 
dearing words, tried to tempt her from the 
spot. She took no heed at all of his presence. 
She was thinking of the awftil suddenness of 
her grandfather's death, and wondering, won- 
dering— whfle her eyes were dry and miserable, 
and her heart felt like a stone in her bosom. 

" Oh, grandpa, not to have known that this 
was coming I Only to feel it when it was^ too 
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late to escape! Oh, poor, p 

'^Come away, my darling,^^ \ 
taking her hand to lift her to 
she quietly drew her hand awj 
caressingly upon the shrivelled 
her. 

^* Grandpa," she whispered, 
one shall take me away." 

" I shall feel it my duty to t 
Nora," said Dr. Armstrong, in hi 
tones. '^ I will not have your 
through any false sentiment, 
old man ever do for you, that 3 
feit even one single hour's rest o 
himV Those who really love 3 
you ; and while I live you never 
or sorrowful, my darling." 

He saw that she had her hands ] 
to her ears while he spoke, and 
fiionate light came into his eyes. 

"Nora," he said, lifting her t 
only as your physician and 
guardian, I forbid this motive 
Come away with me. I want yoi 
want you safe in your own roor 
all come to — ^^to disturb you.'' 

" You will leave me here, Nue 
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said, as she brought a broken chair from one 
comer of the room, anct took her seat on it 
beside the bed. 

He saw that, gentle as the worde were, they 
were very firm, and that she was cot to be 
tempted. So, when he had lingered in vain 
for another word, or a glance, he left the rooni, 
that he might, if possible, prevent anyone else 
entering. 

Bat apparently he could not do bo. Both 
Mr. Pennington and Mr. Foster came in very 
foon, to urge Nora to go with them at once to 
the Vicarage, as Traveere was not a fit home 
for her just then, they said. 

" As long as grandpa stays," she said, quite 
simply and quietly, " I shall stay. It is our 
home." 

They pleaded long and earnestly, using every 
argument they could think of, but all to no 
purpose. She and Kitty would keep on this 
side of the house. The fallen chimney and 
broken roof were quite far enough away. Kitty 
would not go away, and she and Kitty were 
used to being together. 

" You are very kind," she concluded, in those 
low, wooing accents of hers, " but I shall stay 
with grandpa." 
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" I think perhaps," remarked the Vicar to 
Mr. Poynz, as he prepared to set out for home, 
" if Foster will drive with me and bring back 
my wife, she will be able to influence Nora^ 
This resolution is unaccountable. The old man 
has been a gruff old tyrant — heaven forgive 
me I I forgot that moment that I was speak-- 
ing of the dead. Poor little girl, it is a sad expe- 
rience for her ; not so much in what she loses, a& 
in what she learns. I shall soon be here again 
to try once more to persuade her, if my wife'» 
remonstrances fail. Is Breen about, Will, to 
put in the pony ?" 

*' I'll do it, sir," said Will, as promptly as if 
they two were tutor and pupil still. 

And then Mark, for the first time, went into 
the room where Nora sat beside the dead. 

" There can have been no suffering. Miss St. 
George," he said, in his quiet way, glancing 
from the rigid face upon the mattress to the 
beautiful living one so near it. 

"But no warning 1" she whispered, in the 
same low intense tones. " Oh, poor, poor 
grandpa 1" 

" Do you like to stay beside him ?" inquired 
Mark, gently* 

« Yes.'' 
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" Who would you like to have with you?" 

She looked up into his face, almost with 
eagerness, to answer " Celia ;" and he nodded 
with a smile. 

" I suppose you know,'^ he went on, after a 
few moments' pause, "who was your grand- 
father's lawyer? There is a. Mr. Doyle, an 
attorney in Fintona. He came out to Traveere 
sometimes on business, did he not ?" 

"Yes," said Nora, considering; "not very 
often, Mr. Poynz ; but he came sometimes. And 
— yes, it was always on business.^' 

" I thought so ; I am going now to fetch him. 
Not a long good-bye/' he added, with a smile, 
seeing a shadow fall upon her face when he 
offered her his hand. "I shall perhaps come 
back with Doyle, and certainly I shall stay in 
Ireland over — at present, at any rate. But still 
we can shake hands this morning, can we 
not ?" 

It was her first smile. since they had parted 
on the day before, but neither of them knew 
this ; and, while she was even unconscious of its 
being there, he only grieved that its very traces 
were so swiftly gone. 

The Vicar had acceded readily to Mark's sug- 
gestion that he should send his daughter to 
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Traveere with Will at once, and 1 
away at a pace which — but for 
perience of his in the moonlight tl • 
— the stout gray pony would ha 
an infringement on his prerogati^ , 
while the memory of that drive s ! 
his mind, seemed merely a lively 
to which an advancing prospect of 
a charm. 

And now Nuel Armstrong had . 
Foynz depart, and had taken up h: i 
in the room where Nora sat, in th 
regret of hers, hardly comprehend 
wildered her, or for what she mouj 

But Mark had not started ] i 
through the kitchen, because he kn i 
the back of the house he could stri i 
bog more directly for Fintona, 1: i 
him to question Kitty and old Bi i 
stood together talking at the fire, i : 
backs upon the weak and chilly lig : 
creeping into the house. It would 
him, before he sought the Fintona i 
be, if possible, quite sure that he \ 
vrho would, if any one, tinderstand 1 1 
Colonel St. George. 

Kitty could give Mr. Poynz little i 
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beyoud the fact that thongh Mr. Doyle had 
come occasionally to Traveere, he *'iver an 
alwis refused the bit and sup.^' Bat Breen 
remembered hearing ** him an' th'onid masther 
talkin' wan day behint him an' Borak 'bont 
signin' a paper/' 

That was enough for Mark to hear ; and after 
a little chat with the old servants — or rather 
listening a few minutes to their volubility — he 
went out into the faint, gray dawn. 

He need not have turned a comer of tho 
house at all^ on his direct way to Fintona, and 
at the moment it would have puzzled him to 
give a motive for doing so. But afterwards he 
knew that, slight as the sound had been, his 
quick ears had detected it even before he was 
conscious of doing so. The first window round 
the corner of the bouse was that of the room 
where Colonel St. George had slept, and to this 
window Mark went at once. Half-way up, it 
was blocked by the fallen bricks ; but it had 
been opened as wide as it would go, and Mark 
saw that a man could, if he were very cautious, 
enter the room that way. But he saw more. 
Kneeling on the dibris^ and engrossed in bis 
labours, a young man — whose figure even thus 
Mark recognised in a moment — ^was clearing 
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with his hands, quickly and 
rubbish from before the iron saf 
perhaps it was done as quietly 
was still done with an inevitab 
tween his teeth Mark saw that 
as he worked on swiftly and eag 

It took Mr. Poynz but a few se 
the hall, and turn the key which \ 
lock of the door of the destroy 
then, before Shan Corr had tim 
than look round from his heighl 
the English gentleman, that Engl 
had his fingers firm in the Irishme 
had quietly swung him round, to 
if he could, upon a lower level. 

The sound of Shan's raised voic 
Armstrong out into the hall, and j 
found himself watching thephysici 
curiously. Could it be that he w£ 
with this Irishman's rascality t 
phase of it could surprise him ? C 
self-contained a man, or practised 
to betray any feeling at all, excep 
ousy was aroused? That he cou 
therij Mark had already proved. 

" As temporary guardian of Miss 
interests— you styled yourself so to 

VOL. r. 
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' Ago, Dr. Armstrong, — ^let me recommend 70U to 
guard Colonel St. George's effects from thieves 
and vagabonds. Is this Colonel St. George's 
key? That scoundrel dropped it from his 
mouth ixx his fear." 

" Yes, that is Colonel St. George's key," re- 
plied Dr. Armstrong, without looking beyond 
the key. 

" Then you will doubtless have this window 
blocked at once, and, as this door locks — you 
told me that no other did, — ^you will decide, I 
feel sure, to leave the key here, and lock and 
seal the door until Mr. Doyle's arrival. Is that 
whdt you intend V inquired Mark, coolly, as 
young Corr, muttering angrily, shujffled across 
the hall to the front door. 

" As you like," returned Nuel, icily. " What 
was Corr doing ?" 

" Oh, worshipping, of course," answered Mark, 
with the keenest irony, " on his knees before the 
shrine. You seemed to know it all by instinct 
— or by previous knowledge of your man, — else 
I would have told you in his presence. He has 
a spiritual countenance, has he not f ' 

''He is a man," remarked Dr. Armstrong, 
pointedly, "whose retaliation would know no 
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limits of law, or piety, if you ii 
out cause." 

" Yes, he looks a vindictive 
joined Mark, coolly. "Now 
Breen? And then you will sea 
my assistance. I had hoped to 
Fintona by this time." 

"Do you drive?" inquir 
strong, as he did what Mr. Poyi 
rather assisted him while he too 

" No ; I shall walk. I shall s 
usually early for business^ and t 
pleasant. I have horses for n 
Fintona, so I can quickly drive 
here. Now I think you can sea 
you not V^ 

Dr. Armstrong did his j; 
feeling how keen were the ejei 
him, and how dexterous the 
helped. And then Mark Poynz 
from the old house, slowly and tl 
the whitening dawn. 



212 



CHAPTER Xn. 

niBstraiige, ..... 

And scarcely less than pitiful. 

WOBDSWOBTH. 

THE inquest was over ; the anticipated ver- 
dict of *^ Accidental Death" had been 
returned; and, for the first time within five- 
and-thirty years, the old brick grave of the 
St. Georges was opened ; while, in true Irish 
fashion, the people crowded into the Eilver 
churchyard, to see the husband — called off so 
suddenly in his grim old age — laid beside the 
young wife who had begun to die upon her 
wedding-day. 

The inevitable ceremony was over, and only 
compassion for the orphan girl had prevented 
its being a very hollow and indifferent one. 
But sympathy for her, while she stood beside her 
grandfather's grave — ^puzzled still, but so alone 
and solitary — had given warmth and feeling to 
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the dreary prooeedingB ; and now all those 
-who, an hoar before, had stood with her at the 
open grave, had met in the ohill and gloomy 
sitting-room at Traveere ; rather amnsed ia 
their own minds, moBt of them, to thick what a 
farce it was to wait for a will where there was 
only penury to inherit. 

Celia Pennington sat beside Nora on the 
hearth — where the cats and dogs lay just as of 
old, — and Doctor Armstrong stood beside her, 
with one hand on the back of her chair. She 
wore an old-&Bhioned black calico dress, which 
Bhe had kept in her box for years, because she 
had thought it so very ugly. But what other 
mourning was in her power, when she had not 
even one shilling in the world V Celia was 
dressed prettily as usaal, in a thin, puce- 
coloured dress, which stood her in the stead of 
mourning, and which she had decorated tune- 
really — as she gave Nora to understand — with 
jaunty bows of black ribbon. Celia was not 
afraid of the house, now that the rooms were 
occupied only by living beings ; and she did 
not intend that nightfall should part her and 
Nora, as it had done ever since that terrible 
night when the roof had fallen in. 

At the table, near Nora, sat Will Foster, em- 
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ploying tbe interval of leisure in studying a 
Bradshaw which was open before him. He had 
arrived from England only on the previouia 
night, having been obliged to escort his sister 
home on the day after Colonel St. George's 
death, but determined to return for the funeral. 
Still it was not for his own return that he waB 
studying the times of trains and steamers now, 
for he knew he had to leave by the mail that 
night, and travel without pause, to reach Hea- 
ton in time for his Sunday morning service. 
Opposite the girls, Also at the table, sat the old 
lawyer and Mr. Pennington, each in his grave 
and sombre black; and, farther off, Mark 
Poynz, half sitting, and half leaning, against 
the high, narrow window-seat, seemed to have 
little to do with either what was occurring, or 
what would eventually occur. At first, when 
he had come from the churchyard tp Traveere, 
Dr. Armstrong had suavely inquired if he had 
any business to transact there, putting the 
.question so adroitly that he felt Mr. Poynz 
would be forced into equivocating in his confu- 
sion, and leaving the premises at once. But Mr. 
Poynz had done nothing of the kind. 

'' I have attended Colonel St. George's fune- 
ral as a family connection," he said, '^ and by 
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that right I wait until Doyle congiders all buai-- 
ness matters over^ and is ready to leave the 
house himself; for I intend to drive him back to 
Fintona/^ 

" Would not a servant do as well V^ inquired 
Dr. Armstrong, superciliously. 

"Possibly," replied Mark, with the utmost 
composure ; " but neither you nor I, Doctor 
Armstrong, have our own servants — here, in 
Miss St. George's house." 

So the argument had ended, and Nuel Arm- 
strong was conscious of looking a little baffled, 
though he schooled his face determinately. 

"I have for a long time," observed the 
attorney, in a clear, business-like tone, ^^ had in 
my possession the will of the late Colonel St. 
George, with a letter of trust. As all the 
property of which he died possessed must be 
contained in the iron chest which was in his 
own chamber, 1 propose, gentlemen, that we 
adjourn there first, that we may avoid disap- 
pointment and mortification if possible." 

It was not an orthodox proceeding, but the 
old man's kind and honest heart dictated it. 
By the will he held. Colonel St. George 
had bequeathed to Nora, wholly and without 
reserve, everything of which he should 
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die possessed ; and there was even more than 
a shrewd suspicion in the old lawyer^s mind that 
the will itself was a fraudulent imposture, and 
that the old man had died as poor as he had 
lived. So he would spare the girl even ten 
minutes of self-deception. 

It was soon over — the digging out of the 
chest, the search in it, and the weak tarrying 
hop© — all soon over. The safe was found 
empty, save for a few musty papers of no 
value ; yet it was patent to the slowest capacity 
there that the lock had never been tampered 
with, nor the seal broken.^' 

And now Nora had to hear her grandfather's 

» 

will, and to know the while that it was a hollow 
mockery, and that all he could bequeath to her 
was the old ruined house and the useless 
animals. But this was no new pain for Nora. 

" I always knew how poor I was," she said, 
smiling at the Vicar's sympathy ; " didn't 
you ?" 

'^A perfectly correct and legal farce,'' ob- 
served Mr. Doyle, as he refolded the paper, when 
he had read through the long and meaningless 
formula. " The only sensible thing the old man 
has done, Miss Nora, is to leave me sole guar- 
dian and executor. Don't you think so ?" 
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" Thank you," said Nora, simply ; " but it will 
be a thankless task for you, Mr. Doyle." 

" Do you think," asked Nuel Armstrong, 
lifting his eyes for the first time from Nora's 
face, where they had fixed themselves with 
surprise, " that the letter you hold may contain 
an enclosure which would throw any light upon 
this matter, Doyle 1" 

" Not the slightest. And I have read the let- 
ter already," replied the attorney. " St. George 
gave it to me open, and wished me to read it. 
This will renders the letter void ; but the letter 
can throw no light upon this irritating will." 

"Is it possible," inquired Mr. Foster, rising 
in his restlessness, and seating himself again 
the next moment, "that that iron chest has 
secret receptacles, a false back, or anything of 
that kind ?" 

" I thought of that," returned the lawyer, " as 
I examined it ; but you will find that the most 
careful measurement will not disclose a secret 
recess. No, there is no doubt at all permitted 
us, though the house shall be well searched. 
The only ray of light in all this gloom. Miss St. 
George, is your own previous assurance of — 
your present condition." 
, " Yes," said Nora, quietly, " of course I knew 
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how very poor I was. I have known it all my 
life, but I never thought of it till a few days 
ago, when grandpa told me how I was to earn 
my own livelihood." 

" Oh, he told yon that t" questioned the 
la^vyer, briskly. " That betrays a great deal. 
But I would Bcarcely have believed even that 
forethought in him." 

" And he nearly consented," put in Will 
Foster, eagerly, "that she should accept a 
proposal of my mother's, and go to England 
to study with my younger sister. What do yon 
think of that, sir V 

Quietly, standing with his hands behind him 
and his head bent forward, the Irish lawyer 
listened to the unfolding of Mr, Foster's propo- 
sition, and nodded his approval more thaa 

" It ia the very beau id^al of a plan," he said, 
heartily ; for, though he gave no evidence of 
the fact, hia guardianship lay heavily already on, 
his inexperienced shoulders. "Then if yon can 
manage this year of study, Misa Nora, yon will 
be all right, and the world will be your oyster, 
which you, with knowledge, will open — eh ?" 

" If I can really afford that year's study," 
said Nora, in her grave, straightforward way. 
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"I shall not fear. I will work so hard that 
■when the year is over ^" 

" Well, when the year is over 1" interrogated 
Mr. Pennington, with a smile. 

" You will see," she answered, and she even 
smiled too. 

"It is only talk, Nora,^' whispered Dr. 
Armstrong, under his breath. *' You will have 
no need to work. You forget, Doyle," he added^ 
presently, aloud, " that for this time of prepara- 
tion and study in England — as marked out by 
Mr. Foster, and, as he avers, his mother — Miss. 
St. George must be possessed of funds, and you 
have just informed her that she is without thi& 
necessary adjunct.^^ 

" Then what do you propose-?" 

It was Mark who put the question^ for Mr.. 
Doyle seemed in no haste to reply, and tho^ 
other gentlemen only gazed blankly at the< 
speaker. 

" I propose," rejoined Nuel, ** the only course 
which I see open to my young relative — that is, 
to accept the home to which I am waiting to con- 
duct her. I am a kinsman, and I have sufficient 
means to provide a home for her. I was her 
grandfather's trusted friend, and have been her 
guardian and adviser all her life. What more 
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natural than that she should come to me now ?" 

" As for that," said the Vicar, meditatively, 
^^ she would be very welcome if she came to us ; 
but we are thinking of the future, and for that 
Mr. Foster's project holds out much greater ad- 
vantages." 

** Yes/' said Nora, smiling at Celia ; " kind as 
your thought is, Mr. Pennington, I know I could 
not work half steadily enough if I lived with 
Celia. It will be hard, of course, in any case, 
after my idle life, but it would be hardest of all 
-at the Vicarage." , 

" My oflFer is best, is it not, Nora ?" queried 
Dr. Armstrong, flushing a little in his eager- 
ness. 

" Yours is very kind too," she answered, while 
Will waited breathlessly for this reply ; " but I 
should not think of that for one moment. Need 
I say again how determined I am to work, and 
not be idle?" 

*' Then if," put in Mr. Pennington, ** we could 
dispose of Traveere " 

A wistful smile curled Nora's lips. 

" Who would ever buy Traveere ?" she asked. 

" Now, too," added Celia, " when the half of it 
is only a heap of rubbish." 

"It is not of very much value," interposed 
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the attorney, speaking as if deep in mental 
calculations; ''but in the event of all the animals- 
going with it, Miss Nora, I know a purchaser." 

" The animals ! " said Nora, wondering.^ 
"People have often said no one but grandpa 
would have kept Borak or Snow? And 
there are only the pigs. Kitty has killed the 
last of the poultry now ; and the dogs are all 
so old and lazy, and " — as her eye fell on the 
hearth — " the cats ^' 

" There is not a very great marketable value^ 
so to speak, in a cat," observed the lawyer, 
*' but still perhaps my client would include the 
cats in his purchase, and be inclined to pay 
accordingly. Of course I shall inquire about 
that; meanwhile we will conclude that the 
purchase-money of Traveere supplies you with 
funds for education and pocket-money at pre- 
sent, Miss Nora, and that the future will Be- 
cure its profits ? Now, gentlemen, I think that 
is all I need decide to-day, in my new capacity 
ofguardian and trustee." 

"It is well to recollect you hold that last 
office,^' interrupted Nuel Armstrong, sarcasti- 
cally. '^ Even though nothing is entrusted ta 
you, you are of course still trustee, and it is an 
important office." 
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" 1 agree with jou, sir," returned Mr. Doyle, 
afiably. "Now, Mias Nora, I will wish you 
^ood-bye for the present. Pack up your things 
as soon as you can." 

" How will Mias St. George travel to Eng- 
land ?" inquired Will, his fingers on his railway- 
guide. " Unfortunately I am obliged to leave 
to-night; but I could manage to come again 
for her." 

"Quite unnecessary," interrupted Dr. Arm- 
strong, his low smooth tones unusually hurried 
now. "I shall myself take my cousin to Eng- 
land, if I eventually allow her to go. At pre- 
sent I do not see that I am called upon to do 

80." 

" Not being legal guardian to your cousin — 
I did not before this minute know of that near 
relationship"— said Mr. Doyle, placidly, "you 
have no need to worry yourself in the matter. 
Dr. Armstrong. You will of course travel with 
Miss Nora if you like ; at the same time you can 
also spare yourself if yon like, for I shall cer- 
tainly mysdf accompany my ward to England, 
to make all arrangements with the lady who 
has kindly proffered her co-operation." 

" Thank you," said WUl, heartily, though his 
heart failed him a little as he pictured how 
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variable his mother's co-operal : 
And then a few further ma ; 
cussed, and Mr. Poynz and th< 
pared to leave. As Nora had 
fused to leave Traveere and I 
Celia was determined to stay i 
Mr. Pennington— acting solely o 
cheery proposal — drove home to I 
as well as a basket of provisions 
arage larder, which should suj: i 
encies at Traveere, if they all e 
Nora. 

Mark thought they were stil 
with Mr. Doyle in the hall, when, 
down his horses from the yard- 
conviction that they would wi I 
Breen without the smallest qi ! 
Nora issue alone from the back 
slowly out among the gnarled ok 
ping his horses^ he stood and call i 
name ; in such a natural easy wa^ . 
she had started at first, she tun 
up to him running, with genuir* 
her eyes. 

"Are you going at once, Mr. 
asked. " You hadn't said good-fa; 
you V" 
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" Not yet. Are you content with what has 
been decided to-day ?" 

« Yes/' she answered him, with simple ear- 
nestness ; " quite content, and very grateful to 
those who have put it into my power to work.'* 

" You will like Mrs. Foster." 

" Yes ; Will says so. But never his sister — 
I mean, I was thinking just then that it 
might be better for me to go to some sort of 
grown-up school, — if there are such things in 
England.'' 

" But there are not. Schools never grow up 
in England." 

"Mr. Poynz," said Nora, fixing her eyes 
upon him with the frankest scrutiny, " mustn't 
it be a curious person who has bought Tra- 
veere ?" 

" I think not," answered Mark, reflectively. 
" I believe there is valuable ore on the land, and 
some shrewd client of Mr. Doyle's has found 
it out." 

"7 have found it out," said Nora, laughing. 
" I suspected it before, but I wanted to be sure. 
I know the shrewd client of Mr. Doyle's, and 

1 ^" Here she broke ofl^, and began to speak 

very earnestly. ^'Ohl Mr. Poynz, how good 
it was of you I The land is worth nothing; 
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and of course you know it. An 
— she could not help the laugh * 
her eyes — " are as useless and I 
"we have all been at Traveere . 
years. And there is Kitty. She 
live on here — and Breen. Oh, Mi 
good you are to us all V* 

" But I am not keeping you on a 
" No," she said, with her beautifu 
** you are doing still more for me. 
all my better life to you. I shall v 
hard. And you shall see if I ha' 
all ; though " — with a regretful si 
ivasted so much already, and I shs 
compared with what other girls w 
" Not a doubt of it Your sp< 
royal road will never equal Bora 
bog." 

"Ohl poor Borakr said No 
wet, in spite of her smile. ** V 
drive him again, Mr. Poynz, yo 
wer 

Though waiting for his answ< 
ing wistfully away among the 
she did not see the answer his i 
His 'words told her little enouf 
lightly- 

VOL. I. 
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" ' Where is he who knows ?' " 

''Mr. Poynz/' said Nora, shyly, "if I might 
take Bran to England, I should be so much 
•happier." 

" If I thought you would/' he said, " 1 would 
make it easy for you ; but you would be mis- 
taken indeed. First of all, Bran himself would 
fret, for he is too old to bear transplanting; 
and then Mrs. Foster's is a London house, and 
Bran would be subject to constant whippings; 
and '' 

**I see/' put in Nora, with an effort at 
cheerfulness ; " it is wiser not ; and he will be 
yours, so I don't mind. But I should like to 
have his collar." 

Mark's hearty laugh was echoed in the crum- 
bling walls of the old house, and Celia, hearing 
it, ran out to join them. 

** Good-bye/' he said then, giving his hand 
to Nora ; "we may meet in England." 

"Only mayV^ she questioned, too anxious 
for his reply to notice how closely and how 
tenderly he held her hand to the last moment. 

" As I understand that you are to be buried 
in books for the whole year, of course no 
resurrection on behalf of an old friend is to be 
hoped for, so good-bye.*' 
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" Yes, I shall be very, very 
Nora, with great gravity ; " bu 
shall see you sometimes, even ^ 
time to talk/' 

^' And ask questions," 

"Ohl Mr. Poynz," she said i 
change in her voice^ and a great i 
ah'eady in her beautiful eyes, " ' 
in England if I may not ask qi 
met you I know I should have a 
to ask, weighing me down uti 
would be so shocked, and so g i 
me. 

" Try me/' replied Mark, laugl 
he turned almost quickly from he 
bye to Miss Pennington. 

Only in the briefest manner hac I 
to the lawyer's varied remarks 
reached Fintona, and Mr. Doy' i 
hand at parting ; then he said, wil i 
paration — 

"You will see that Miss St. 
money with her, for her own na i 
fancies ; because cats sell well, you 

"Generally," assented the attci 
twinkle in his eye. 
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" And, if I were you, I would not let that one 
tenant, young Corr, know just yet that he has 
an English landlord. Tou understand V* 

« Perfectly." 
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CHAPTER XIII 

Why travel < 
We cannot fly from Fate, and Fate 



ONCE more, and for the last 
driving Borak across the 
between Traveere and Kilver; 
further seat of the old car was 
and tearful, making much of th 
the girfish intercourse which w 
cease. 

"When Iwent to school myself," 
" it was not half so dismal, Nora, 
was the excitement of wondering 
all be like, and — I suppose I di 
much for you then as I do now." 

" I hate good-bye," said Nora, s 
lump in her throat, and looking s 
her, defying the tears to pass that 
of lashes which so kindly brok 




230 NORA'S LOVE TEST, 

" Even now I daren't remember that good-bye 
to you when you went to school, and my own 
desolation afterwards. Do you know, Celia, 
for weeks I almost lived with you in England — 
an England of my own, of course — and tried to 
follow your tasks, and" — with a laugh — 
"feebly imitated them. I used ^to fancy you 
would write to me every day, and each letter 
would fill sheets and sheets of paper, and tell 
me everything." 

" And did I ?" smiled Celia through her tears. 

"I soon found out/' said Nora, adding no 
complaint of the meagre letters the young 
schoolgirl had sent, barren of any regret for 
the old times and the old friendship which 
seemed so quickly to have faded, "that no 
letters can be like having the persons them- 
selves, and so I made up my mind to wait pa- 
tiently for you." And then there came an in- 
voluntary sigh, of which Nora was unconscious, 
and which Celia could not interpret, knowing 
so little of the wide, inherent longing insepar- 
able from a lonely, romantic nature. 

** Do you see," said Nora presently, fixing her 
eyes tenderly upon her steed^s dejected head, 
" that Borak knows this is the last time I shall 
drive him 1 I wish he had a wife, Celia, that 
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he mightn't be so lonely wh i 

" I suppose you will never e i 
sighed Miss Pennington, as coe : 
is too old for you to expect it. 
be sure to have him shot soon." 

" I think not," returned Nora. : 
admired Borak, and — there isn' 
cruel look in Mr. Poynz's face." 

" Oh, no 1" laughed Celia. " I ; 
he care to keep Borak if he has n 

"Because,^' said Nora, very ! 
will know that, as soon as I have i 
deal of money, I shall buy all th( 
again, if he will part with them. < 
have such a comfortable old a^ : 
Mr. Poynz's horses and dogs ar< 
any luxury ; and mine shall ha 
time, whea I am rich." 

" When you are rich 1" echoed 
compassionate sigh. ^^ How can 
Nora?" 

" By teaching," replied Nora, '^ i 
tion. " For a whole year I sha 1 
but learn, and never think of an < 
getting on. Then, you see, I el 
teach, and I will be so industriouii 
ful that I shall soon be rich." 
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*'I don't think," observed Celia, pensively, 
" that I can fancy you ever devoted to lessons, 
Nora, or engrossed by them. And really, dear, 
people don't grow rich by teaching." 

« Still," said Nora, with deep thought, " I 
shall go on thinking so. Wouldn't it be dull, 
Celia, if we might think only of what is sure to 
be? Then I — a girl like me, I mean — would 
not have one happy thought all day. Yet now," 
she added, with that rare smile of hers, which 
was so radiant, yet so dreamy, " I have thoughts 
which are as beautiful as a queen's could be, 
and they're quite as good as reality. So you 
seCj Celia, I grow very rich, and I have a luxu- 
rious stable for Borak, and big fires and lions' 
skins where Bran lies ; and all the other dogs 
get so fat, and " 

"But what about yourself?" put in Celia, 
laughing. 

"Oh, it would take me a whole day to tell 
you what comes to myself. I go all over the 
world, and stay in all the lovely countries, and 
I never see anything I couldn't buy ; and I ride, 
and dance, and sing; and servants, in red and 
gold, bring me just what I want, just at the 
minute I want it." 

" That's very convenient," acceded Celia, 
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•with the kindest intention c 
right, ** because you wouldn't 
order, would you t" 

" No," was the gentle, prom] 
they always know what I wai 
And Bometimes you are so s 
give you something new — a 1 
coloured horse, or a yacht 'n 
in it, or " 

" Oh, I am there then, am 1 1 i 
Pennington, laughing. 

" Yes — nearly always." 

'* Still," Celia ;added, lookinj 
into her companion's beautiful i 
don't think you are quite wif , 
You know teaching never can i ; 
even a little, not to speak of i 
riches you think of — indeed, all t ; 
I know are quite poor — so it w 
for you to give up these day-dr( i 
and look your future in the face.' 

" There can be no face to our i 
what we ourselves give it," said 
simple way of hers which mac 
nature feel the wiser of the two. 
my future in the face, Celia, and '. 
very beautiful. If it is not so i 
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not know till it is dead ; for, excepting in our 
thoughts^ we cannot touch the future at all, can 

we r 

" But when it comes " 

" That is our present," said Nora, lightly ; 
" and we must bear its touch as we can. Why, 
here we are ! Oh, Celia, how quickly we seem 
to have come ! And yet I told Borak to walk 
as slowly as he could/' 

She had sprung from the car now, and was 
standing at Celia's side. 

" I don't feel as if I could go in and bid them 
all good-bye," she said. " I wish it was over." 

But Celia did not, and lengthened the pro- 
cess as skilfully as she could ; so that, when the 
boys had uttered their last regrets, the Vicar 
given his last advice and blessing, Mrs. Penning* 
ton her last kiss, and Celia her last embrace, 
Nora found that her time had been overstepped, 
and that she must hurry back to Traveere if 
she would be in time to meet Mr. Doyle on his 
arrival from Fintona. 

"Good-bye, good-bye 1" she whispered to 
Celia, with a catching in her breath, and her 
eyes very dry and wide and wistful. " I shall 
come back — I must come back — the very day 
my year is over." 
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" We always think we must i 
the Vicar, smiling, " when we 
an old familiar spot. Wait a '. I 
insist on that, Nora. Shall I d 

" No — no, thank you,'* replic 1 
ly ; " it will be easier to go bad i 
don't forget me, though there ii ( 
remembering. You will writ( I 
you? And tell me all abc 
Traveere, and the people, and t t 
the fish. And, Nat, you will te i 
a prize ; and, Tom, you won't j ; 
die, and you will tell me about 
I shall so long to see you all ! 
best thing will be hearing of yoi 

*^I suppose Doyle will driv 
Kilver, presently, Nora," put in 1 i 
^^ as you meet the train in Ennisl 

"Yes." 

"Then we will give you a i 
What do you say, boys I Shall i 
the gate to cheer Nora as she pat i 

The boys answered with a sh( 
after a word of thanks, turned to 
delighted to put off the dreaded I 
the friendly faces which seemed s : 
on this day than they had ever si 
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Not one suspicion arose in her mind that these 
friends had done less for the neglected, solitary 
girl than the warmest love could dictate ; not 
one memory of a cold greeting, or an indifferent 
reception of her warmly-proffered friendship. 

" Poor child 1" said Mrs. Pennington, as she 
looked after the car on its homeward way, and 
«aw Nora stand to look back, yet never wave 
her handy as it had been her old habit to do to 
the boys. "I hope her box is well packed, 
Cielia. Did you help her I" 

" I did it all, mamma," answered Celia, wip- 
ing away a stray tear. " I knew I understood 
it better than Nora ; she only sat and watched 
me, with her arms round Bran's neck. I'm sure 
I do not know how she will arrange about her 
things when she gets to Mrs. Foster's, for she 
has so very few." 

** Well, I did my best in advising her," was 
Mrs. Pennington's placid remark. " I insisted 
on her having one thin evening dress — being 
black, it will last her a good while — and the 
others are at least respectably cut and made, 
which is more than her dresses have ever been 
before. I wanted to buy her a few pretty 
ready-made costumes, but she seemed to think 
it wicked to spend a shilling more than was 
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absolutely necessary, and so she had her way 
in most things." 

" I told her she was very unwise to venture 
to Mrs. Foster's house with so few things, 
and those so plain," said Celia, her eyes on* 
the distant car ; " but she said she only went to 
learn, and it would ^e all right. She was so 
decided about it, in her gentle way, and so 
hopeful too, that I soon let it drop, mamma." 

" It was just as well, dear. Poor little Nora I 
Now come in ; she will not be past again under 
an hour and a half.^' 

Very slowly Nora drove towards home^ 
leaving the bog when she came in sight of 
Kachael Corr's cabin, and calmly allowing 
Borak to halt before the door, as was his usual 
custom. Mrs. Corr was busy in her little shop, 
but her tasks were left in a moment when she 
saw Nora enter ; and such a look of tenderness 
came into the woman's anxious eyes that any- 
one — save the girl herself — would have marvel- 
led over it. But Nora only felt, with a gleam 
of pleasure in her sadness^ that here was an 
old, true friend to whom a good-bye was hard» 
too, to say. 

"And is it for a whole year, Miss Nora?'^ 
Rachael asked, standing by Micky's chair, and 
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keeping her eyes lowered, as Nora bade fare- 
well to the delicate lad. '* What a long time it 
will seem to us who are left here !" 

" But I expect you will come to England to 
see Micky/' said Nora, smiling as nhe offered 
Michael her hand. " How delightful it will be 
one day to come unexpqptedly on your dear 
face, Bachael, in a London street I" 

" You would pass on, Miss Nora, and pretend 
never to have seen me before," commented 
Rachael, trying to look as if she meant it. ^'But 
it's not to London that I would go, if fate, or 
Micky, took me to England." 

'*/ shall not be in London all the time 
either, Rachael," said Nora, knowing she must 
be scant of words if she meant to keep back 
ihe tears. '* Certainly Mrs. Foster lives in 
London, so I shall be there chiefly ; but Mr. 
Foster has a home in Surrey, you know, and I 
hope I shall go there too.'' 

" In Surrey, Miss Nora — ^whereabouts I" 

Rachael stooped, as she spoke, to smooth the 
little calico cushion on which her son's shoulder 
rested, and Nora did not notice how long she 
was over the simple task. 

" I don't know where," she said ; *' but it is 
>qmte a little village, and it is called Heaton. I 
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^11 tell you more about it i 
Rachael/' 

"Mother" — Michael was lo< i 
ished into her bent face — " hav ; 
fielf ? What made ye starrt ?" 

" Nothing," was the quick re 
80 fanciful, Micky, it poiakes yon \ 

"I suppose, Michael,'^ said '. 
" that you don't know yet wh( ; 
in England r 

" Not yit, Miss Nora,'' answei \ 
whole face brighteniifg at the i 
Mr. Poynz's servant I may b 
know." 

" And enough, isn't it I But 
out for me in England, Micky, fc 
I shall) come home." 

"But where?" inquired Ra< : 
" The old house will be gone. Mi, • 

itr 

"It seems to me," said Norg 
*• that all Ireland may be gone b; 
is such an endless time* But ho^ ) 
ing, Rachael I Mr. Doyle will be 
ing. I am so sorry not to ha^ 
Will you tell him so, and bid him 
me, if I don't meet him ?" 
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**If you do meet him, Miss Nora," said 
Eachael, speaking softly, as she followed Miss 
St. George to the cottage-door, ** you need not 
tell him "where you are going, need you ?" 

" Where I am going, Rachael ! I am only 
going straight home." 

" But I don't mean now," said the woman, her 
voice still lowered ; " I mean in England. Never 
mind telling Shan about that village — ^I mean 
either about London or Surrey. I don't think 
he will dare ask. Miss Nora^ dear ; but, if he 
does, jast pass it by, please. Good-bye, my 
dear little lady ; good-bye, God bless you !" 

Rachael added the last words hurriedly, as if 
she felt that her request had been understood 
the moment it was uttered, even without ex- 
planation, and she wished to hurry away from it» 
But Nora answered only with a hand-clasp and 
a long kiss. Then Borak went on sedately to 
Traveere, missing on his journey the gay 
encouragement to which he was accustomed, 
but not the warm lingering touch which he 
always expected when a journey was over. Of 
course Mr. Doyle was waiting, for Nora saw 
the fresh traces of wheels on the rough ground 
before the house, and so she knew the very 
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hour had come for her departu 
desolate as the old home 'wac 
think this thought without a 
heart; and yet, when Breen can 
the car, she smiled, and let Bora 
not run to the stable present 
good-bye when' no one was pree 
friend and companion of her girl 
Entering the house quietly, i 
might not hear her, she sped u 
her own room, to linger there fo: 
To give the last look round the 
which had known a whole life's 
had been the heart of home I L 
close the door upon this silent fa 



'* An' it's waitin' an hour he's b: 
hour intirely^ an' not much less* V\ 
like, doaty, an' yet yer hearrt dhi 
yer side 1 Well, it's glad I be, i 
have a frind to spake to a wee. I 
back agin I'll wish ye frum the m 
the green sod o' Ould Ireland, whi 
don't think ye'll iver see agin, rrn 
to God ! Well, it's betther for ye 
don't harrm ye, doaty. Oh, it's nc 

VOL. I. 
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^e need to shoo yersel^ Miss Nora, for it isn't 
me'll becryin' at all; it's that idget o'thewurrld 
fiplashin' the pump on me face — the saints be 
good to me I Git downnsthairs, Miss Nora, and 
be eatin' a wee o' fry ; sorra a thing could ye 
be wishin' betther for ye. Don't ye kiss me 
agin, now; sure ye won't? Sich nonsinse it 
be's. An' ould Kitty cryin' here, iver an' alwis, 
as if ivery dhrop o' love in me hearrt could 
come out p' me eyes at sight o' ye, an' at sound 
o' yer voice, keepin' th' ould house alive, 
mirover, since ye .wurr a weeny little mischy- 
fiome spurt. Now don!t ye be stayin' here, Miss 
Nora, an' be lookin' at me. Sure it's niver an' 
niver more cheersome I wurr. Ein.an' take the 
bit an' sup." 

" Kitty," said Nora, imagining that her voice 
was very cheerfol because she wished it to be 
fio, " you and Breen will keep my house when 
I've finished learning, and get a great deal of 
money ; and Breen shall mind Borak, and we 
shall all be together again. Take care of Bran 
till then, and all of them." 

'^Noral" 

The summons came from the hall below, and 
made Nora start backwards. 

" Yis, me dear," observed Kitty, with a gulp. 
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**it be'B the Docthor that co 
that alwis thought he hadn't { 
over. Rin down, doaty, far it'i 
he he's/' 

But there was little of a run i 
as she answered Dr. Armstrong^ 

•• Why are you come, Nuelt*' i 
descended the last few steps wil 
leap. " Where is Mr. Doyle ?" 

"He will meet us in Ennie 
Dr. Armstrong, offering her I: 
** Come, Nora, and have some refi 
we start.*' 

She went with him into the ol 
where Kitty had— in her own 
pared a perfect feast, and she toe 
the table, and began to answer 
but the only one she asked him h 
a prompt negative. 

** You will drive me through 
They will all be at the Vicarage { 
pass." 

•* I am not going through Kilve; 
have seen enough of them, Nora ; 
you to me now." 

Gradually the old lump rose ii 
and then, when she could mak 
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answer to his constant demands upon her, she 
rose from her place and went quietly from the 
room. For a few moments Dr. Armstrong 
paused, irresolute, and then he followed her 
out into the haH and listened. There was 
no sound of the light, flying step, or of the 
sobbing he had dreaded. Stepping quietly 
almost without knowing it, he entered the 
bleak, bare room where, when he had last 
visited it, Nora had sat beside the dead. She 
stood there now, with her clasped hands before 
her eyes; but when she heard his step her 
hands fell, and her eyes met his, while still the 
great longing darkened them. ' 

"Nora love," he said, speaking with low 
intensity, "you very naturally wish to go 
round the old house once more for the last time. 
I quite understand the feeling, though it is such 
a desolate place. I will go with you, though, 
my darling, and make it less desolate. Gome, 
we have not many minutes to spare.'' 

" I have been," returned Nora, shrinking from 
him. " I will follow you, presently, Nuel. Let 
me stay here alone a minute. Remember bow 
long this has been my home." 

^*I do remember," Nuel answered, hastily. '^ I 
remember it with shame for those who kept you 
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here. But that is over now, n 
home will be the happiest spot 
absurd arrangement cannot be ( 
I a fool that they think I cou 
Let it go on for a time, while 1 

and then Nora," he whig 

off suddenly, " I shall soon fete 
hypocrites who would serve the 
by detaining you, and then life 
rapture for you. You shall chc 
and the very joy of my life wi 
beautiful for you. Nora, my c 
will laugh then at all their pe 
not dream of a long separation 
you, and make a miserable man 
of how soon I shall fetch you. I 
will stay for me ? Oh, the ecsta 
you from them all — when I tak< 
wild bird to her own sweet hidde 

'*Let us go now,'* put in J 
with calmness, though her hear 
and nervously. 

" Go 1'' he echoed, his tones ei 
sionate. "Has not the word be 
my ears enough lately — through 
well as the day — but it must com 
last from the voice I love t You 
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said. The choice was left with you, and you 
chose to go. What did it matter to you that I 
have no life or joy or hope without you — ^that 
if you go out of my life I shall walk like a dead 
man through the days and nights ? Oh^ what 
does it matter?" he repeated, low and ironically • 
*' You are a woman, and you know how grati- 
fying it is to trample on a man's heart, and 
laugh to see that the strength is yours^ not his ! 
What does it matter? Your beauty is not 
marred by my wasted passion. Oh, go— pray go I 
Nora,'' he cried, with a stidden spasm of pcdn, 
as she moved towards the door^ *^ come back ! 
I cannot take you away from this house — ^which 
will be haunted by your memory — ^until you 
promise me that you will wait for me. Promise 
me that no one else shall fetch you from that 
drudgery in England to a home of your own. 
No one but myself." 

'' Nuel, I am so used to hearing wise speeches 
from you," said Nora, speaking quietly by a 
great effort, ^' that it is hard to believe I hear 
aright now ; but I shall be sure to forget it the 
instant you begin to talk wisely to me again^ 
There are the wheels — come I" 

With a stern and moody expression on his 
face, Dr. Armstrong stood to watch Nora's last 
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good-byes at the old house, an 

evea savage as she threw hex 

. Kitty's neck, and gave her one 1 

It was a dog-cart which Dr, 
brought, and^ just as he and ] 
tening Nora's box behind it, 
exclamation of unfeigned gladn 

'' Oh I Shan, I'm so glad to 
go! I could not bear to mi 
friend." 

"It's the harrd day, Miss N 
losin' ye," said Shan^ his surl; 
softened. *' Where'll the bastes 

" They will stay here, Shan/ 
giving him her hand ; '' they \ 
for by Breen and Kitty.'' 

"Thin it wurr the liyer b 
tirelyV" inquired Shan, his smal 
ing round the barren farm. 

" Not he 1"— It was Dr. Arme 
in the answer, with a curt and 
— "Now, Nora, we are ready." 

"If it wurrn't the liyer," ol 
turning his old hat round in 
wondering why he had so spontj 
it oflf at Nora's greeting, *^ who 
Doothor ?" 
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" No Irishman," was the reply, uttered with 
anger only half-suppressed. *^ Who but an 
Englishman would buy this worthless place, just 
to lay people under an obligation to him f I 
pity his Irish tenants — though, luckily, he has 
but yourself, Corr.^^ 

Almost before the words were finished. Dr. 
Armstrong had driven off; but Nora's last 
backward glance had shown her^ even more 
plainly than Kitty's smile and Breen's grin, the 
lowering, savage scowl upon young Corr^s face. 
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CHAPTER XI\ 

" A place where everyone's j 
But all is strange to me. 

MRS. FOSTER'S house in i 
land Place . was one of 
dwellings whose name is Legic i 
and narrow, its ruddy complexi i 
a seedy .brown by age and smoh . 
faded and crusty from the wear : 
many London seasons. It ha 
narrow windows, placed there, i 
ance, simply as background for , 
ty of potted shrubs, which, kn 
escence, harboured the dust gener 
even they could not help being 
the consciousness of being out of 
so long as Oreat Cumberland Fli 
legitimate cemetery, and those \\ 
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— railed cloaely round like nursery fires — were 
QOt legitimate graves. 

High up — 80 high that even the dust came 
all that way up only because every available 
nook and crevice below was filled — was the 
chamber of the two Misses Foster ; for the 
dwelling was not a mansion of unlimited 
space, and this large upper chamber was 
very capable of containing two beds and two 
young ladies, even with the almost constant 
addition of a very diminutive French maid. 
And, thoagh a tiny room adjoined it, which 
Miss Foster called her dressing-room, it en- 
closed her graceful form but seldom ; for tho 
advantage of a younger sister's unfailing attear 
tion and acute suggestions overbalanced any of 
those objections which Genevieve Foster would 
otherwise have urged against sharing any 
one's apartment. 

On this evening Liicette had been dismissed 
unusually early, and Miss Foster was herself 
putting the finishing touches to her toilet, 
while her sister stood thoughtfully weighing 
the relative merits of pink and blue, before se- 
lecting the accoutrements for her crisp white 
grenadine. 

*' I should not wonder," she pondered aloud^ 
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betraying that her thought 
as she laid first the pink sa 
blue, upon the frilled tunic, I 
not begin at once to make mucl 
she were a guest. Mamma is 
I can never feel sure of her." 

^^But she listens to reaso: 
elder sister, advancing a little . 
as she put in her emerald ear 
have had a sensible talk tog( : 
St. George. She is no relative i 
^uest — ^not even an acquaintan* 
for a special purpose, and she i 
pursue that purpose conscienti . 
deed, for her sake that I have u ; 
let her continue her studies und ! 

" For her sake^ of course ; i : 
mamma's too," observed Victoi i 
ing together the blue sash, now i : 
cided in favour of the pink. ^ 
be the very last in the world 
other grown-up daughter." 

''An awkward^ uneducated I 
put in the elder sister^ complacei 
have no idea of tl^e very comm< i 
good society. Pooh! Mamma 
regard for her own reputation." 
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" I don't at all agree with Will about Miss 
St. George's beauty/' said Victoria presently. 
*' Certainly I saw her only for a minute^ but 1 
think her style will not be taking in London." 

"Taking I" echoed Miss Foster, with the 
calmest contempt. " Who is it to take t The 
girl will be at her lessons. If her beauty 
smites Miss Archer, all the better ; but who else 
-can it smite f " 

"Will. He is coming this evening, you 
know ; and he seemed so anxious about seeing 
her that perhaps he will be coming often now." 

"Will is wiser than you imagine," rejoined 
the elder sister. "He is not one to marry on 
an income of three hundred pounds a year. 
You are a goose, Tory. Fasten this bracelet 
for me.'' 

Thus the two girls stood facing each other 
before the toilet-table when their mother en- 
tered the room ; and she smiled as she saw the 
profiles reflected in the glass-both fair and 
-correct, with features unmarred by any eccen- 
tricity of character, and pale blue eyes, the fire 
of which could never hurt the large white lids. 
It was quite excusable in Mrs. Foster to be 
proud of her stylish daughters; and, if the 
satisfied glance rested longer on Genevieve be- 
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cause her eldest phild had alw 
largest place in her thoughts, 
even to herself, and more fro 
which Genevieve had herself j 
place than because she possess 
charm or any additional claim i 
advantage of property in her c 
her grandfather should have b 
vieve a yearly income of two 
for pocket-money, seemed to th 
natural proceeding, consideriii 
Genevieve always received th 
Mrs. Foster was totally uncojD 
vieve's having usurped the fo 
her kindly^ fickle heart. 

"Well, mother," Miss Fostei 
quiet under her sister's operatic 
Nora St. George is still lying d 
leave her to do so, of course.^' 

^' She did not lie down at all 
turned Mrs. Foster, closing the 6 
and beginning to draw on h 
standing to do it, and betrayii 
daughters a little unusual ner\ 
has been unpacking, and now si 
Archer in the Bchoolroom." 
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"Why did not Miss Archer go home thia 
afternoon, as usnal 1" 

" I thought it wiser," explained Mrs. Foster, 
** and indeed kinder," with a timid air of depre- 
-cation, "to keep her this evening. Miss St. 
■George wonld have felt so very lonely, as Tory 
would not consent to dine early and stay with 
her. I wish, even now, that yon would stay 
with her^ Tory." 

" Nonsense I" exclaimed Victoria, with quiet 
-contempt. " Am I to be made a schoolgirl just 
to please this utter stranger, for whom we have 
done a great deal too much already in allowing 
her to come here at all V 

" But you art a schoolgirl, Tory," remarked 
her mother. "If you are not, why should 
Miss Archer and your masters come every day 
to teach yon T I hope, my dear, that you will 
see the kindness of what I propose, and go and 
take tea with Miss Archer and your new cama- 
rade." 

" No, indeed, maintna," said the young lady, 
hotly. " I will not; be put down in this way 
for an interloper. I told you I must dine with 
you to-day— indeed, I shall do it every day 
DOW. What have I in common with this Irish 
girl!" 
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Then you refuse to do a 
quired the mother, rising with 

*' Certainly I do. Even yoti 
diplomatically, " would be son 
wards, and ashamed too, for 1 
daughter of seventeen. Gena 
that I am as grown-up-lookin 
that I ought to do exactly as fi 
. " You shall do it after to-daj 
keep Nora company on this 
looks so very strange and lon€ 

*^ No, mamma, so do not ask 
hate to reftise ybu." 

Perhaps Mrs. Foster took thi 
or perhaps she was so thorouj 
to have her wishes overruled h^ 
that the surprise of a concess 
been amusing to her. Certaii 
smiled, almost satisfied, when V 
a swift, abrupt little kiss after 
hers. Tet she still could nc 
wish. 

" If we were alone I should 
sighed ; " but Will will think it 
Besides, Mr. Poynz is coming, 
it seems he was in a manner 
old Colonel St. George. Then 
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Armstrong to come in as soon as he could, for 
I took quite a fancy to him. He is handsome 
and well-bred ; and besides that he was a friend 
of Will's. Mr. Doyle leaves London this evenings 
or I should have invited him, for during our ia- 
terview he struck me as a sensible man. And 
I am sure, Tory, my dear, everyone will wonder 
at your leaving Nora." 

" Just say," put in Miss Foster, in her slow, 
sibilant tones^ ^^ that Nora was tired, and wished 
to rest. They will think us kind to have left 
her, instead of unkind." 

Mrs. Foster was refreshed by this proposir 
tion. Did not Genevieve always set things 
straight for her, and quietly turn her round 
into the wisest path to follow? 

" Then I will go,*' she said, quite cheerfully, 
*^ and order tea into the school-room. Miss Archer 
and Nora will take it together, and then go 
together to the drawing-room to await us. 
The worst of it is,*' she added, with a sigh, 
^' Miss St. George does not look at all tired, but 
just as if she could start all over London sight- 
seeing this very minute." 

*'0h, that, mamma," put in Victoria, en- 
couragingly, ^^is the excitement of her new 
position I Of course she is tired. Do you 
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think she will have a dress fit t 
the drawing-room in t Gena « 
looking a regular peasant in 
expect to be in a constant s 
shame until this year is over." 

"She has a black dress," s£ 
ruminating ; " I do not know * 
so quick as you girls — but I 
very lovely. Not," she added, 
noticed her elder daughter's r 
criticism, " that I noticed her m 
most persons would not consid 
pretty. She looks restless too, i 
nothing.'' 

" Can she do anything?" inqr 
her sister, not heeding her 
amendment. 

" We must ask her," replied ( 
a certain smiling emphasis that 
place upon her placid face. " I 
feel rather quenched in our rooE 
considering to what she has beer 

"There seems no prospect c 
Mrs. Foster, as she turned to 1< 
"I must go and speak to her. 
loughby will not be vexed, b 
is anxious to be kind to thi 

VOL. I. 
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she seems linked somehow with his old tutor's 
family/' 

^'Will deserves a humiliation/' observed 
Genevieve, ** for having made use of us as he 
has done. I feel so an^ry when I allow myself 
to think of it. It was little better than an 
insult to lead you into such an arrangement.'' 

." You forget, my dear," remarked the lady of 
the house, "that the money Nora's guardian 
pays me for this year's care and education, is 
very acceptable to me. You know very well 
how impossible I have found it lately to 
make both ends meet — even here ; and yet you 
are always wishing for a more expensive house, 
you know. Will knows my difficulty, and he had 
a good motive in what he did/' 

" Oh, very,'' assented Genevieve, with a 
mocking laugh, after her mother had left the 
room ; " a very excellent and unselfish motive, I 
am sure !" 

**I hope," observed Victoria, with a last 
glance into the mirror, *^ that mamma will not 
be betrayed into telling anyone that Nora pays 
us for being here — -just as if we kept a school I 
Of course it is bad enough to be obliged to 
have her, but for goodness' sake let us have 
•credit for our charity." 
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And whether it were for "{ 
or not, they had the credit 
come. 

Bather slowly and unwilling 
entered the schoolroom — sl smal 
at the back of the hall — and so 
Ndra that after the fatigue of h< 
it would be cruel to ask her to < 
that Nora felt that a dinner in I 
a long and wearisome ordeal frc 
mother had most kindly releasee 

" I shall be very glad of tea,^' 
she and the quiet governess witl 
were left together again. " I ai 
are you, Miss Archer V^ 

^' Only rather/' replied Helen ! 
smile for the friendly, bright-face : 
BO fresh after her long journey, i 
dued in this subjugating house i 
not had a journey, as you have." 

" I hope you live here always,' 
her pretty coaxing voice. 

" No,^' Miss Archer answered, 
on with her work ; •* I come ever- 
go away at four o'clock. I neve:: 
even so late as this. To-night th 
see me home at ten." 




260 NORA'S LOVE TEST. 

" Is it far V^ questioned Nora, looking earnest- 
ly into the worn face, and asking the question 
in no spirit of curiosity. ** May I go home with 
you some day and see your dogs ?'' 

Up to the roots of the hair, already sprinkled 
with gray, the slow pained colour mounted in 
the face to which no loving, flattering words 
had ever made the blush familiar. But Nora, in 
her innate modesty, understood no cause for 
this. She had not proposed seeing father, 
mother, brother or sister, for her own deUcate 
feeling had grasped at once the possibility of 
there being a lonely home like her own ; but 
of course Miss Archer had dogs, and cats, and 
perhaps hens and chickens, and — ah, even per- 
haps a tall brown horse like Borak himself! 
Then why had she coloured and looked so sad 
at the mention of her home ? 

*^ I ought not to have asked that," confessed 
Nora, humbly, " until I had tried to make you 
take me as a friend." 

" Presently," said Helen, laying her hand on 
the girl's shoulder, " you will see how little you 
will be tempted to make me a friend, however I 
may wish to call you so. My — my home is a 
good way off, Miss St. George, through many 
ugly, noisy streets; and I have no dogs, no 
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cat even, and there is no o 

" Then," observed Nora, sp 
nestly — ^for she was not one 
was darkness — " I can only be 
you will let me come whec 
better, for I am very lonely 
had a lonely home." 

*'Some dayT' echoed He! 
then, for she could never g 
coming was to mean. 

''Miss Archer," cried a gt 
door, as it was opened a little ^ 
was popped in, "how do*yoi 

pupil? Is not she beauti 

I never dreamed of seeing you 
— I thought they told me you t 

Willoughby Foster was in 
shaking both Nora's hands at o 
into her face with the most ea{ 
unfeigned admiration. 

"I am so glad to see you, 
welcome you in my mother's he 
tell you what a joyful day this 
All the way from Guildford the 
crawling like a snail. Poynz i 
lightful, and went to sleep ; bui 
vated to madness, knowing yo 
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before I was here to welcome you. Nora, you 
have growH more beautiful even since we part- 
ed a week ago." 

"And older," Nora supplemented, standing 
back against the heavy, colourless curtain, with 
the easy grace which belonged to her. " Do 
you and Mr. Poynz live together V 

"No, but Poynz is often down at Heaton, 
and he was coming up to-day. Where are the 
girls?" 

" Who are the girls ?" inquired Nora, with a 
laugh in her eyes. 

"My sisters, of course. They were not 

surely ^" He paused, and turned to Miss 

Archer. 

" The Misses Foster are at home," she an- 
nounced, in that manner of quiet apathy which 
grows on solitary natures, as the moss grows 
on solitary graves. 

" What are their names, Mr. Foster t" asked 
Nora, still with the smile in her eyes ; " I 
understood that one was a little girl who 
would learn with me ; and now I cannot tell 
them apart." 

" They are awfaUy alike,'' assented Will, in 
his cordial way, *^only Gena is calmer and 
cleverer — Genevieve her name is, but we call 
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her Gena. Indeed I call her < 
bat she objects to that eleg 
The other — your fellow-pupil, 
Mother calls her Tory, whic! 
sound I don't relish, yet, wh( 
I feel myself encouraging fals< 
a poodle. I suppose the seco 
in a minute or two. I must 
ning. Once more, Nora dear, : 
see you here. Good-bye now 1 

" Mr. Foster thinks/' obser^ 
after he was gone, ''that yoi 
them, and he will be disappoin 
she looked into the girl's fac< 
of scrutiny which grows nati 
teacher ; and, almost as easily i 
Willoughby Foster's secret, i 
simple unconsciousness of anyt 
old childish friendship. What 
make in the beautiful, girlisl 
should be known at last 1 

But these thoughts, of whi 
unconscious, were not allowed 
evening, for Nora chatted p 
governess, now quaintly, now ' 
thoughtfiilness, yet always wit 
made Helen Archer wonder mv 
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pared the girl with that description of her 
which Miss Foster had given her sister purpose- 
ly in Helen's presence. 

'^Have you really finished tea, Miss St 
Oeorge ? You were so hungry, you said." 

" I have really finished. What are we to do 
now ?" 

" We must go to the drawing-room." 

Nora followed Miss Archer up the staircase, 
and into a large high room with tiny white 
chairs and couches sprinkled over a pale green 
carpet, like mushrooms on a smooth patch of 
pasture-land. Miss Archer sat down near 
the wall, and resumed the knitting she had 
brought from the schoolroom, but Nora went 
at once to one of the windows, and looked be- 
tween the closed curtains. 

" I wonder what it is all like," she said, as if 
speaking to herself. 

A rustling sound behind never disturbed 
Nora in that gaze which showed her so little ; 
and it was with a start that she dropped the 
curtain when Miss Foster, passing close beside 
her, pointedly requested her to do so. 

" One likes one's drawing-room to be private 
property," Genevieve said ; " not thrown open 
to the street in this blaze of light," 
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" Sit down, Miss St. Georg 
of the house, in a mixed tone 
the desire to be genial and 
whose vexation had been -v 
dinner through Nora's non-app 
desire to be frigid and please 
" How long did you say it 
grandfather died t" 

" Two weeks/' answered N( 
fitillness in her voice. 

"Two weeks," repeated Mrs 
ly. *' Then I think you shoulc 
on your dress — ^indeed, that 
might have been entirely of cr 
flistency," 

" Yes," said Nora, " I thouj 
inconsistent to have crSpe wh 
afford it." 

^' It is inconsistent not to hav< 
Mrs. Foster, looking kindly int 
though rather puzzled; "I ( 
further particulars. Has Miss . 
ed how very backward you are 

" Yes," returned Nora, smi 
raised her eyes for a moment, 
be with me two minutes witl 
that." 
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" You do not seem to take the fact mnch to 
heart," observed Genevieve, lying back in her 
easy chain 

" Perhaps the things we take most to heart 
we talk of least," said Nora, in her quiet, direct 
way. 

*^Then are we to understand that you do 
really grieve over your ignorance ?" 

*^I — don't know," she answered, still with 
deep consideration. " Sometimes I'm afraid 
that, if I were not obliged to learn, I shouldn't 
care to do so ; and then sometimes I'm so 
ashamed that I long to learn all day and night» 
I '' 

Victoria Foster had sat down to the piano^ 
and dashed into q. brilliant valse ; so Nora 
stopped, listening in silence from that moment 
until the last note was struck. Helen Archer, 
from her distant seat, watched the girl's face,, 
and wondered. 

" Miss St. George," said Genevieve, claiming 
her attention deliberately just as some onecama 
into the room, and approached her chair, " sure- 
ly you play yourself? Every girl plays in theso 
days." 

** No, they don't. Miss Foster," contradicted 
Nora, simply, " for I cannot." 
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"Then," returned Genevie^ 
slowly, " yoTi sing, of course ?" 

" I— don't know/' 

Nora had been going to sa 
Irish ballads^ and a few airs 8h< 
from Celia — and Will too — in 
but somehow, when she had be 
and Mr. Poynz had come up to 
her his hand, the warm, amu 
his eyes stopped the explanatic 
she fancied at that moment 
might not matter whether she 
not sing as educated girls did, 
crept into her face when the ex 
her. 

" Fm afraid you will find it ' 
learn to play now," observed \ 
on the musicHSitool. " One's fing : 
nimble on the keys unless one 
tise quite early in life." 

" And that," observed Mark, * 
music — ^for one's fingers to be : 
keys." 

'^ Nora," said WiU, in a lower \ 
eagerly appropriated a seat nexl 
been so mad with my mother, 
dinner, I just made the time to 
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room to ask her how she liked you — I beg your 
pardon, but of course I knew she must like you 
immensely, — she never said a word about your 
sneaking out of dining with us. I didn't enjoy 
the meal a bit." 

" I enjoyed mine," said Nora. *' Miss Archer, 
-didn't you enjoy your teal" 

This was too much for any well-organised 
family to stand, and the very marked silence 
And stiffness which were intended to quench 
the governess's possible reply, proclaimed the 
fact at once. Miss Archer, without looking up, 
went on with her knitting in her seat on the 
border-land ; Nora was keenly conscious of 
having invoked a chill upon the atmosphere ; 
and Will moved his eyes uncomfortably under 
iiis mother's gaze.'' 

*^ Dr. Armstrong." 

The announcement came acceptably now, if 
never before within Nora's memory. She greet- 
ed him just as the others did, and then she 
found herself wondering at his courtly manners, 
never guessing how carefully he studied them 
for this night, when— in his own imagination- 
he was to stand in competition with the man 
against whom the worst passions of his nature 
were ready to rise in revolt. She watched him 
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accost all the ladies in their ti i 
himself beside the younger ! 
entertain her easily, in his bl : 
She saw that Will was pleasec 
that Mrs. Foster smiled when i 
and so she wondered whethe 
known Nuel all her life, anc 
blind to his excellence. 

'^Of course I always hear 
was," she mused to herself, wa : 
gratified reception of his att > 
suppose cleverness is enough to ! 
For she understood just as 1 \ 
Foster did, of Dr. Armstrong's i 
ing for his especial attention t 
he had found out from her bro I 
Nora's companion in the school i 

*^ Oh, yes I'' Tory was sayii , 
tone^ when presently her voi : 
mother's ears, " I do sometime i 
generally I prefer driving. Do ; 
recommend a morning walk 
Gardens, Dr. Armstrong ?" 

"Particularly," he answered, 
"All young ladies who studj" 
themselves morning exercise, 
fiician's logic. May I come to-ni 
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« 

and show you practically what I mean?" 

** Will that be better than describing it to me 
now V" questioned Victoria, with a smile which 
-carried him bravely over any trifling barrier 
which might have impeded further presump- 
tion, 

" I boldly claim the permission that charming 
smile has giv^n me," he said ; " and to-morrow 
morning I shall come to initiate you into the 
necessary training. Of course, as Miss St. 
Oeorge studies with you, she must come too." 

" Where, Nuel V asked Nora, putting in the 
question quite simply, and with no idea that 
she was infringing any social law by betraying 
that her ears had caught words not addressed 
to her. 

Dr. Armstrong's lips tightened a little, and 
his bow to Victoria was somewhat forced. 

" I would like to leave Miss Foster to explain 
her own arrangements to you at her own time, 
Nora. She will do it best.'' 

*^ I suppose you have seen nothing of London 
yet, Miss St. George?'' interrogated Mark 
Poynz. 

He had been talking to Miss Archer, hardly 
apart from, though on the edge of, the scatter- 
ed group, and he still sat beside her now that 
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he addressed Nora, at whose 
Foster remained immovable. 

" No ; we came through the 
carriage, and very fast." 

** You were asleep too, I dar 

*^No, nor even sleepy. Bi 
many other carriages that I c< 
anything, though I tried very h 
ing just now, when you came 
how much I had to see, and I 
would be to see the places 
though of course those are ver 
with those that other persons h 

" If you are not a walking 
metropolitan information, you c 
enjoy life in its most exquisite 

*^ Then I must study that ki 
any other," said Nora, her eyes i 
beautiful — ^in all their amusec 
light of clear intelligence, " for 
enjoy life in its most exquisit 
Mr. Poynz." 

" You will soon grow very y\ 
observed Miss Foster, aware the 
a vein of irony in Mark's spee 
ing that she understood it. 

Dr. Armstrong rose from his s 



( 
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inexplicable irritability; yet tbe next moment 
he could see no cause for his annoyance. Had 
be not always known that, modest as Nora 
was — diffident, too, as he saw she could not 
help being in this uncougeaial group — she had 
that straightforward fearlessness of unsuspicion, 
as well as the innate piquancy and love of fiin, 
which made her as keen to see a jest as she was 
quick to respond to it? And could he hope 
to change her nature now, just because it was 
80 much less agreeable to him to sit by and see 
her read the meaning of a stranger, than it had 
been in old times to bear her saucy reception 
of hie own laboured jests? 

But others besides Dr. Armstrong were dis- 
turbed by that cool way of Nora's, which seem- 
ed at variance with — and yet so well suited — 
the grave, questioning eyes and sensitive lips. 
Mrs. Foster, in qniet and meaning tones, asked 
her son why he laughed ; but Genevieve, to her 
mother's surprise, laughed too, and asked Nora 
if she bad not more important things to study 
than the London streets. 

"Remember, Nora," put in Will, uttering 
heedlessly the words Dr. Armstrong longed to 
say, "that that is a branch of study which you 
oannot pursue alone." 




NORA^S LOVE TEST 

" And I have so many whic 
alone/' she said, pleasantly, *M 
well postpone that," 

" I shall show you a little of 
I return/' interposed Dr. Armsl 
his effort to say it with supreme 
to look confident about it. 

"Then you must stay in Lo 
than a year/' returned Nora, d 
shall begin lessons to-morrow, il 
— with a smile across at the go 
allow me ; and I shall have no s 

"That resolve will soon di( 
most resolves/' whispered Wi 
possible to fancy you plodding 1 
your books, in school-room duret 

" It would be much kinder, my 
by," remarked his mother, sig 
encourage Miss St. George in he 
ydurself well understand the v 
ledge." 

** I do ; and if my health and 
ments had allowed me, I shoulc 
hard myself/' observed young F< 
at his own speech. 

" I hope/' said Nora, sedately, 
€up of tea from the tray a footmi 

VOL. I. 
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*' that yoa have recovered from those frequent 
and Berious attacks of fever lurgaa ;ou used to 
have, Mr, Foster." 

" Mias St. George," began Genevieve, and 
then pansed impressively until the footman had 
left the room. " Don't ns© those expressions, 
please. They may be Irish, and familiar to 
yoUj but if you employ tbem here, they will 
canse yon to be considered — what I feel sure 
you are not — coarse and vulgar." 

" Tate care, Jenny," said Will, with a frown ; 
" those are not words to use in conjunction 
with any lady's name. Besides, fever largan 
is no more Irish than English, and, whether it 
is a legitimate expression or not, I'm sure you 
know what it means even yourself." 

" I only warned Miss St. George against 
using such language for her own sake," ex- 
plained Genevieve, coldly, as she rose. " I am 
sure she has no claim to be considered either 
«oarse or vulgar, but I think it kind to advise 
her. Now, Mr. Poynz, will you singt" 

" I am an utter stranger to you, Miss Foster," 
«aid Nora, looking up at her steadily for a mo- 
ment, though her lips were far from steady, 
*' and I was quite snre before I came that 
strangers would be shocked by many thingg I 
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do and say. But I should hay 
ment that you were displeased, 
not said — ^those words." 

"I believe, Mrs. Foster," 
Poynz, just as easily as if tha 
had been a parenthesis, *' that tl 
able specimen extant of real fe 
young Irishman whom your 
known in Kilver — I mean yoi 
Miss St. George, what do you t 

" Yes, Shan is very idle," re] 
voice &iling her a little even ai 
minder of her old home ; ^^ but 
be better when his brother leavt 
delighted at the prospect, Mr. P 

" £xcuse me," said Dr. Armi I 
for a moment from Victoria's si i 
Mark, " but is it really true that 
rash enough to engage that you; i 

'* Wittingly, I have engaged i < 
crite.^' 

"Dr. Armstrong," laughed "V' 
only waste time and energy if ^ • 
fathom the Caliph's motive for i 
eccentric acts. Don't try it. Sc 
when you come to Heaton ^" 

" Miss St. George," interpose*: 
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with emphasis, thou^ 
" I give you full p' 
addressiug you b 
such an absurd a 
that tea unless 
forgot that yoi 
did you take i^ 

" I did it w 
ting down h 
would undf 
venture to 

*' When 
Miss Fofc' 
great kir 
what M 

house 
•* It T 
libei 
( 

m 

p 
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CHAPTER XV 

She cannot loye, 
She is so self-endear'd. 

Miu:h < 

** TVrO use, Gena ; your plans a 
J. 1 but I plainly foresee thi 
no such possibility as keeping 
background. Who this evenic ; 
imagined that she was a total \ 

all r 

" No one," replied Miss Foste 
evening was over at last, and fc 
in her life she had been glad to 1 1 
even to Mr. Poynz, and to shut . : 
her sister into their own room, w 
safely give utterance to her morti 
I am sure I do not know whether 
of breeding was much more at fa 
ridiculous thoughtlessness in m 
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promineiit. Even mamma was iaclioed to do 
it, but as for Will, he was absurd I" 

" Yet she never seemed confused, or evea 
awkward," observed the younger sister, stifling 
a yawn. 

"That is through her utter ignorance of so- 
ciety. She sees no difference between talking^ 
in their wretched cabins, to those vagabond 
Irishmen she spoke of, and in our drawing-room 
to Mr. Poynz. We ourselves most teach her 
the difference, though ; and you will have more 
opportunities than 1 shall, Tory." 

" It is all very well in theory," returned 
Victoria, pettishly, " bat I feel qnite confident 
that she will always get noticed a good deal. 
I do not much wonder at it either. You gave 
me no idea of her, Gena ; I fancied she would 
be quite an ordinary-looking girl, and one who 
dropped her h's, or spoke with a brogue. Why, 
with such a face as hers, and such a figm^ and 
such an easy grace as there is about her, she 
must win notice even without a word or smile ! 
And then what a smile she has I It makes her 
eyes irresistible even to me ; and her voice 
might entice one to listen to the greatest non- 
sense ever spoken," 

" Your opinion and Will's seem to coincid* 
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admirably/' remarked Miss ] 
superciliousness. ^' Tou had I 
him how amiably you agree w 

'*No, I am not so silly a 
Victoria, with a laugh. ** Wl 
here in private, I consider as 
thoughts ; and, after all, Gena 
us to say what we think, as to 
better to be open with each otl 
is by. You saw as plainly as '. 
every one noticed Miss St. Geoi 

"Will did," returned Qem 
" Of course I saw that." 

** And not Will only," added 
heavy, uncompromising mann< 
Poynz follow her a great deal 
and I don't believe she uttered 
not hear. By the way, what w 
you so quietly after she hac 
when you turned to mamma ai 
wonder why Nora went?" 

''He said, had I not told 1 
Miss Archer did, and had not I 
the room ?" 

'^ Oh, I thought that was it 
yawning again. ** fle can be i 
he not?" 
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"I don't know," was the petulant reply. 
** That did not strike me as wrong to say. He 
never says anything disagreeably." 

*' I suppose he stays in town for a time now ?" 

"Tes; and, Tory, of course you will en- 
courage Miss St. George to keep to the school- 
room. This year of study will be so important 
to her." ^ 

" Doubtful,^' returned Victoria, curtly ; " but 
I shall advise her to stick close. It will be all 
right if Will does not come teasing. If he 
does, and mother gives way to her silly in- 
dulgence ^" 

" But she will not," put in Genevieve, calmly, 
** if you and I dislike it. And, after all, if any 
one is to pay her attention, it had better be 
Will than — a lot of strangers. He cannot come 
to town often; and I shall tell mamma how 
injurious it would be to the girPs education if 
she went into society. It would be so strange 
to her that it would have a most dangerous 
charm." 

*^ Especially if everyone is to be enchanted 
with her, and it is not unlikely. Why, I almost 
feel as if I could stare at her myself for a whole 
day 1 Just think what she would be if she were 
splendidly dressed !" 
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" She would still be only 
Miss Foster, her sibilant tones 
than usual. '^I am sure eve 
felt that this evening. He himt 
educated man^ and" — with i 
smile — "he greatly devoted 
Tory." 

"Yes, he is handsome/^ ai 
with forced carelessness, but 
further inclination to yawn ; " 
is going to stay in London for 
it would depend on circumstan 

'' I see/' smiled the elder s 
" Shall you go with him to Kei i 
to-morrow ?" 

'* Yes, if he comes for me.^^ 

*' And Nora r 

** Of course, or I must not . ; 
take Miss Archer too, for I ha 
three.'' 

** Suppose she falls to your 
then V* observed Genevieve, a 
*' Governess and pupil — it is 
division after all, you know.'' 

*^I do not intend to be Misn 
any longer," asserted the y 
with decision. "1 will not le; 
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St. George. Now I am going to bed. " 

Mrs. Foster's nomiaal breakfast-honr was 
half'past Dine, bat it was bj no means anusual 
for the meal to last until noon, as neither Gene- 
vieve nor her mother ever seemed in haste to 
begin a fresh day. On the morning after Nora's 
arrival at Great Cumberland Place, however, it 
happened that both the lady of the house and 
het daughters had half finished their break&st 
when the little marble timepiece struck ten. 

" Ring, Tory," said her mother, without 
glancing up from her letters, as her younger 
daughter brought her her second oup of choco- 
late, "and Bend to hasten Nora St. George. I 
suppose she is io the school-room at work." 

"She must have heard the breakfast-bell," 
observed Victoria, as she did her mother's 
bidding. 

" So also must Willoughby," returned Mn. 
Foster, good-humouredly ; "but he is a delin- 
quent too, you see." 

" The cases are rather different," began Gene- 
vieve, as she watched the time for an egg that 
was boiling over a spirit-lamp beside her. 

But, before an explanation was vouchsafed, 
Thomas had entered, and was sent to the 
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school-room on his errand 
minutes before he returned, 
the fact of Miss St. George 
been seen by Miss Archer, ^fa 
the school-room since nine o 
mistress that Lucette said Mil 
not in her own room, and thai 
maids had seen her going ou 
o'clock. 

"Alone?" 

Miss Foster raised her head 
tion rather sharply, and Tl 
comprehend a motive in the i 
his affirmative, he volunteerc 
formation that Mr. Willoughbi 
his room. 

" This is very tiresome/^ fi i 
the house, pushing aside her ] i 
ridiculous notion of Nora's tc 
the first time in London I 
idea how to find her way l\ 
sure to ask the wrong peopl ■ 
not help it. You can d i 
Thomas." 

" We can do nothing, of coi i 
vieve, still — on behalf of her e ; 
hand of her watch with her i 
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■as a physician does while he holds his fingers 
on a patient's pulse. 

**I suppose not," was her mother's uneasy 
rejoinder ; and then almost in silence the meal 
went on to its close. 

It was just half-past ten when Will appeared, 
with his gay and prompt apology — 

"I intended to be up early to-day, too. 
But then it is so easy to get up early over 
night, isn't it, Vic? Is everything cold? 
Why, mother, you look as vexed as if this were 
my own parish, and I had disgraced my cloth 
for good and all I Oh, I am always early at 
Heaton, and pick up the proverbial worm for 
breakfast ! I suppose Nora hurried off to les- 
sons, did she ? I wish I had looked into the 
school-room as I passed, to see the novel sight 
of her industry, poor child 1 But I did not 
doubt seeing her here." 

Mrs. (Foster glanced from one daughter to 
the other, rather helplessly ; and then, as if glad 
to rest her eyes on her son's cheery face, told 
him her last new worry, with much circumlocu- 
tion. But Will had not heard half through 
the complaint when he was out in the hall, 
•calling, in one breath, for his boots and for the 
maid who had met Nora on her way out. 
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" Nearly four hours ago I" . 
turned from questioning her. 
Where may not the child ha'^ 
now r 

" Why should you be nerv( 
said his elder sister^ soothi 
George is not a child, you k 
natural for you to look upon 
has the instinct of self-preserv 
strong as any of us, and will j 
it suits her." 

^^ I cannot be responsible foi 
insane wandering propensitif 
Foster, plaintively. " I shall 
Mr. Doyle, and resign the ch£ 
me into undertaking, Willougl 

" If Dr. Armstrong comes ti« 
put in Will, heedless of the 
exactly how it has been, and 
seek her. He has a right tc 
Thomas, as soon as you cai 
hansom and go along the 
looking well about you for 
By the way, what had she 
turning sharply to the houi 
hovered about, conscious of 
in this mystery. 
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" All black, sir ; a tall black hat reiy for- 
ward on her head, as they aren't worn now " 

ran on the maid, glibly — " and her long plait, 
just as she came yesterday. That would be no- 
ticeable, sir ; but I saw she had a book in her 
hand, thin like a lesson-book, turned backwards 
for the pages to be outside." 

^' If she has gone reading along the streets, 
And attempted to cross, who knows what '* 

*' Cannot you do something, and not stand 
staring like a fool?" put in Will, addressing the 
servant angrily to drown his sister's cheerful 
speech. *' Call me a cab, and say The Langham 
as fast as he can drive." 

Just as the hall-door was opened, Dr. Arm- 
strong came up to it^ and In a few stammering 
•words young Foster told him Nora was missing. 

"But, Willoughby," Victoria Foster said, 
noticing how stiff Dr. Armstrong's face had 
grown, and yet trying to reconcile it with a 
note of gratification in his voice, " surely you 
do not expect to find Miss St. George at the 
Langham Hotel ?" 

'* No, but Poynz is there, and I should like 
his help, or, at any rate, his advice/' 

** Bather unnecessary, I should fancy," was 
the suave reply of Dr. Armstrong. " You and 
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I are surely sufficient withoul 
May I ask what direction you 

" The Langham firgt," main 
dily ; " we cannot have too a 
Just picture Nora alone, so 
beautiful 1" 

" She T^ill not be so helpiei 
put in Genevieve, while Mrs. 
the thought, turned back ini 
room. *'She can ask her wa 
by any means unused to takin, 
is she, Doctor Armstrong?" 

"Not at all." 

**But you do not undersi i 
Will, angry alike with his sist : 
Armstrong. " The fearlessne i 
natural to her at home cannoi 
evil and danger here — ^and she 
both as a baby. What ? Stf ; 
Not II Look after mother, i 
detain Dr. Armstrong. One o ' 
to bring her home. Won't you i 
into the park^ and hunt every : 
ber, Nora would not keep to tl i 

For about five minutes aft: 
had driven from the door, ]> 
stayed talking to the ladies, 
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particulars he could, but surreptitiously, as it 
■were, under a running fire of light irrelevant 
remarks. When, however, he had left the 
house — to Victoria's surprise without offering 
his escort to the park, if they intended person- 
ally to assist in the search — and Thomas had 
closed the outer door safely upon him, his 
whole face and bearing changed, and those who 
met him might well have wondered on what 
purpose he was bent. 

Mrs. Foster was still weeping dolorously, 
when Miss Archer entered the breakfast-room 
and inquired if Miss Victoria Foster intended to 
study with her that morning. No, Miss Victoria 
Foster had no intention of studying at all that 
morning. 

"Then," said the governess, quietly, "I 
should like to go out myself if you have no 
objection, Mrs. Foster, and see if I can meet 
Miss St. George. I am used to the London 
streets, and to being alone. I may possibly 
succeed even where one more clever and more 
active might fail.'* 

"Perhaps, mamma," murmured Genevieve, 
with a smile, " the whole household had better 
turn out after this girl. She has not yet caused 
confusion enough — a girl without the faintest 
claim upon us." 
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CHAPTER X\ 

1 do not compare still tarn wit 

Yet will the tarn overflow, assuaged 

torrent. 

The Bothie q, 

" IVfOT a moment too soon V' 
X 1 This was Willoughby 
ejaculation as he sprang from 1: 
Langham, and saw Mr. Poynz^ 
round a saddled horse, while Mi 
out of the hotel. 

^' I am so glad not to have b i 
later^^' he cried, almost breath! i 
ness. " You would have been ; 
you so badly, Poynz.^' 

" Anything wrong V asked 1 1 
as he spoke^ he was leading T i 
no stray ears could hear, and 1 1 
face grew a little sterner and 1 1 
he had tightened every muscle 
hear. 

VOL. I. 
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"Nora went out this morning eoon after 
aeveQ o'clock, alone, and has not returned," 
gaBped Wilt, fancying he bad told his trouhle 
Tery gradationally, and with fitting introduc- 
tion. 

" Alone I" 

There had been a pause between Will Foster's 
«xcited communication and Mark's very quiet 
repetition of the word. 

" Yes, alone. Oh, Poynz, where on earth 
can she be V 

" Who told yoo she left home alone t" 

" One of the maids, who flaw her go, Nora 
aaid ' good morning ' to her on the stairs, and 
went straight out, between seven and eight 
o'clock. The girl did not watch which way she 
went, but she told me one or two things which 
will help UH to trace her. She carried an open 
book, and she wore " 

" What she wore is not of the slightest mo- 
ment," interrupted Mark, impatiently. " Why, 
man, do you think Miss St. George will be 
traced by what she wore? Go back now, for 
she may have returned. If not, what do you 
propose doing V 

" I fancy," said Will, trying to suppress bis 
excitenient, " that she would hare strolled on 
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iincoiisciorifllj, looking into the 

"Then you will follow th< 

another fancy, will follow tl 

back, Richards/' Mr. Poynz add 

*^ I shall not ride this morning.'' 

" But, if you are really going 

my search," Will said — "and 

would, so I don't pretend to 

would you not save time by rid 

"Possibly, but I should rid( 

chances." 

" You do not look alarmed," 
Will, with a flush of something 
been either envy or resentment, 
knew Nora's old habits of sp( 
one she meets, and her utte 

ness " 

" You know it — that will do j 
" And then think of her pretti 
" Not I. Now go, man, if you 
say." 

Will's hansom was out of sig 
attempted to follow, but that 
wondered at, because its driver 1 
ly guessed that speed would pa; 
Yet Will had only just enters 
house, and received the depressi 
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answer to his impetuous inquiry, when Mark 
Poynz strolled up to the Marble Arch, look- 
ing around him. He greeted a friend here 
and there, without stopping ; and he passed — 
with only a bow^-one gay open carriage to 
which a pair of bright eyes smiled an invitation, 
as the coachman of his own accord slackened his 
horses' speed at sight of him. But he stopped, 
in the easiest and most leisurely manner, at 
one gate where a cheerful little shoeblack was 
resting with his hands in his pockets, thinking 
perhaps of the harvest of pennies he had already 
garnered, though little thinking of the rich 
Btore ready to fell into his hand in one mo- 
ment. 

'* This mornin', sir?" he interrogated, ponder- 
ing what the gentleman had said to him so 
clearly and quietly. " This very mornin' ? 
Yes, I rec'leck. I hadn't begun, but wur stand- 
in' up agen' the gate, talkin' to a friend o' mine 
that sweeps at th' Edgewur Road, and — yes, I 
rec'leck. She come up and wur passin', but 
he 'eld 'er 'is 'and, and she nodded. They don't 
many of 'em nod in that sort of smilin' way, 
and so, in course, we noticed it, me and Tom 
Jennin's, and she give him a penny— two 
pennies, sir, if you want th^ 'ole truth, an' then 
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she went onl None o' th. 
volunteered, with a glance 
flower-girls who stood againsi 
they hadn't come; nor the ] 
her. On'y me and Tom see'd 1 
way, sir ? Why, straight past 

— and she didn't ask the wa 

< 

looked after her a bit — so did 
uaid how purty she wur. Th< 
that I Oh, thenk ye, sir I C< 
ehe. I'd have know'd her in a 
43he wnr all in black, and nc 
'aven't bin away. That's tr 
truth. Thenk ye, sir." 

Letting a poBBible penny pas 
in the hand of a meek-looking 
with dusty boots, the lad stoc 
Poynz into the park. 

'' I'll know 'im agen,'' he mu 
seizing his brush cheerfully, 
what I'll know 'im ! It ain't all ! 
60 slap-up to a young chap like 

Walking swiftly, while not a i 
in his sight escaped him, Mark 
the park to the Sei'pentine, whei 
«ven keener and more penetrati: 
more tardy. Once, just for a 
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after he had stood and looked across the water, 
scanning each figure in the groups opposite, he 
put one hand over the stern grey eyes, as if 
their long close watch had wearied them ; but 
almost immediately they were alert and watch- 
ful once more, and there was little sign of weari- 
ness in the handsome, resolute face as he went 
about among the scattered figures, questioning 
wherever there seemed the faintest chance ot 
hearing of Nora. At last his gaze fixed 
itself upon a female figure in the distance 
sitting alone among the trees, solitary and 
darkly robed, yet no gleam of hope brightened 
his eyes, for this was not Nora's figure, and he 
knew that he could not be mistaken. Yet^ after 
so many Tain inquiries of idlers, and of the 
police, he went hopefully up to this young wo- 
man, who sat sewing at one end of a bench 
on which he also seated himself. She was a 
delicate-looking girl, and she glanced up shyly 
to answer when he spoke to her. It was as- 
little in Mark's nature to waste the time to be 
spent in " doing '" as it was to frighten away 
confidence by abruptness and awkwardness ; so, 
very soon, and yet in that easy, pleasant manner 
of his which won its way with all, he gleaned 
from this young woman how, being far froia 
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strong, and living in a close 
husband liked her to be out-oi 
possible, now the weather wa 
and so sometimes, as he went 
he brought her with him, ai 
among the trees with hersewi 
something in her bag for her c 
go home in time to rest and p: 
husband's return. And it did 

Had she been there early 
Mark asked, with real svmpatl 
though he did not put it into ^ 

Yes ; it was not later than n 
she parted from her husband ji 

Then had she chanced to 
voice was very quiet and ea 
sound the woman dropped her 
ed for every word, conscious tl 
felt some anxiety which she mi 
stand. Her thin lips parted 
Nora in a few graphic words, 
risen in her pale, thin cheel 
Bwered — 

" I saw her^ sir. Yes, I can I 
What a good thing I had not 
fore you came I Yet I don't k 
be of much use^ sir ; it was so 
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was sitting just there when I came to this seat, 
after seeing my husband walk on ; and she was 
looking into the water most of the time, though 
once or twice I saw her begin to read.. I 
looked at her a good deal. I dare say it 
seemed rude, but I couldn't help it. She was 
80 pretty^ sir, and seemed so unknowing like of 
the people about her. Yet she watched every- 
thing too. At last she saw me, and noticed, 
perhaps^ that I looked ill, for she came and sat 
by me, and talked to me just as if she thought 
she ought to have known of my troubles. I 
guessed she didn't belong to London by that — 
and some other things, sir,— and I made bold 
to ask her. She laughed quite merrily, and 
said she had never seen London till to-day, and 
that she was so glad she had found the 
Thames. Then, sir, I told her — ^without think- 
ing — that this wasn't the Thames; and she 
said that she must see it then, and asked me 
how she was to go. I wished the moment she 
was gone I had not let her ; and now I see by 
your face how bad it was. But I didn't think 
it just at the time. She spoke so wise and 
kind about my illness, and my husband^ and 
the pleasure for me of being out in the sunshine, 
that somehow I lost the fancy I had had before 
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— and have had ever since — 1 
young, and wanted to be adv: 

" I wish to Heaven you hac 
you 1" put in Mark, with stror 

" I wish I had not now, sir,' 
answer, '* but somehow, for e 
the young lady seemed so 
I fancied she was used to bi 
told her the best way to go t 
be to take a cab. She called 
wards, and laughed at me foi 
ing. I did one thing, thougl 
liberty — I went with her to th 

"At the gate?" interrog 
eagerly, as he rose. 

" Yes, sir. The thought ca 
when she asked me where s i 
cab, that I would go with her 
sounds odd to you, sir, I dare 
as much difference between a 
tween gold and copper^ and I I 
like to choose for her, if she let 
suspect this, of course, and \ 
quite naturally up to one great 
som cab, to stroke him, I just ; 
to pray not do that, sir, and 
sort of cab; but she wouldnH 
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would smother her. I could show you in a 
moment the man who took her, if he's there 
now." 

*' I should be so much obliged to you/' said 
Mark. And then — ^being a fearless English 
gentleman, who needed no battle-field or sink- 
ing ship to call out the inherent heroism which 
gires the word its soul— he gave his arm to the 
sickly young seamstress, and led her carefully 
through the vehicles and passengers in the 
park. 

** That's the man^ sir I" she cried, delightedly, 
almost as soon as they came within sight of the 
cab-stand^ pointing to a heavy-looking old fel- 
low just getting down from his seat. '^ Oh I 
how lucky 1" 

Tes^ the man remembered that particular 
fare of his very well, so he told Mr. Poynz, with 
an excellently-feigned effort to recall what Mr. 
Poynz had alluded to, and what would naturally 
be expected to have escaped his memory. He 
took her half across Westminster Bridge; it 
must have been ten o'clock or thereabouts 
when they started — nearer eleven, perhaps. 
She said, Take her to the river ; and he had 
gone through the parks, and had left her lean- 
ing over the bridge looking at the water. 
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Why had he been such a fo 
the bridge, and why had h 
brought her back? 

" Why, simply coz she didi 

Had she asked what he 
wait and bring her back T 

*' Well, yes/' the man ackn 
close investigation of Mark's 
me how much, and I told h 
than any other man would ha 
I don't mind much about a sh 

" I see," said Mark, with 1 
forward gaze. "Then, whei 
she had not just that very lov 
at the time, you waited and 1 i 
for nothing — just for the hon i 
eh? I understand all that, 
carelessly, as the man begai 
" Wait one moment, and you i 
the very spot where you left I 
Balf a dozen ordinary fares i 
spirit into that sulky brute of ; 

He waited a few moments 1 1 
address of the young woman, i 
cab, and was driyen hastily 
while the driver scented a plei 
able mystery in this second pni: 
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He drew up his horse against the west para- 
pet of the bridge, half across, and Mark left the 
cab quickly, and looked round. 

"It was just here, sir,'' the man said ; " I left 
her standing just here, looking along the water 
in a rivery. Shall I wait, sir V 

" As you like ; but if, by questioning anyone 
^bout here, you can trace her, it will be worth a 
^sovereign to you. Here is my address.'' 

The bridge was crowded with passengers; 
but, busy and engrossed, they passed to and 
fro, and Mark knew how vain it would be to 
question them. He paused to consider^ looking 
over the bridge as Nora had done, and, while 
he did so, rapidly and incisively each possible 
action of hers shaped itself to him. He felt 
that she would not have turned back yet, nor 
^one forward along the noisy unattractive road. 
She would see how she could follow the river 
along the Albert Embankment, and that Mark 
decided that she would have done. So he 
descended the steps and went on, groping for 
•another clue. But no one whom he met or 
overtook could help him, and his heart had 
^own heavy as lead when he reached Lambeth 
Bridge, and felt how impossible it was to judge 
which way she would have taken here. But in 
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this very spot a clue was ( 
hands^ which, in all his gral 
full sadly, for he saw in whal 
tanglement the other end mi{ 
old woman, standing to sell 
the iron rails, had something 
woes to tell Mark, in answer 
patient questioning. 

She had seen the younj 
mean, hours before-a very p 
in mourning, with a wonderfi 
a deal of money, and a book, a 
— oh, yes, she'd heard her spea] 
she responded to Mark's qu 
and it was no wonder she shoi 
so well, besides being sorry for 
thing! — when the crowd pui 
put out like, and yet would s 
the child. 

" For heaven's sake" put ii 
growing full of untold trouble 
you mean more quickly 1" 

It was but a short story wh' 
were reached, but it did n< 
woman's dismal interjections i 
to make it full of vague sr 
She had seen Nora — there was 
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«hadow of doubt in Mark's mind about its being 
Nora — ^walking along by the river, sometimes 
stopping to look over, and about her, as 
strangers do. Soon after that she had gone up 
into the road to sell a box of lights, and then 
had heard a scuffling, and angry voices, and 
xjrying, and came back to see what it was. A 
gentleman had had his pocket picked, and had 
caught a little ragged boy, believing he had done 
it. It chanced, though, that the young lady 
had seen, and run up to the gentleman to point 
to the thief — a smarts bold-looking young 
woman, who had walked quietly on. A crowd 
had soon come, and a policeman, and then 
another, and.they had taken the young lady with 
the others to the police-station. The gentle- 
man was very sorry to hinder her — very — and 
said all the way there (for of course the old 
woman had followed in the crowd) how sorry 
he was ; but she had not said anything except 
that it would be a pleasure to see the little boy 
released. 

And that was all ; for after they hiad all en- 
tered the police-station in Lower Eennington 
Lane, the old woman had come back to her 
accustomed haunts. 

That was all I And Mark, though his thoughts 
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had filled up every sentence 
tent, uttered none of them, 
silently away, after dropping 
beggar's eager hand. Walki 
and looking vainly for a c 
through streets so noisy and 
with men and women so squalii 
that it was no wonder his pule 
pain as his thoughts followed I 
along the narrow, tainted stree 
most directly to the spot he sou 
had no difficulty in finding tl 
with its lamp swinging out i 
and there upon the steps stood 
helmeted man, who, like the { 
fellows, was keen to detect a ^; 
pendently of well-cut clothes ai 
and was able, as well as willi: i 
Poynz the information he sougl 
** The young lady left here ai 
further attendance was unneci 
said, glancing backwards at the 
to Mark's final question. " T. i 
hours ago at least. She nevci 
way anywhere, until I begged : 
her a cab. Then she looked a 
able, and I fancied she hadn't 
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her, p'r'ap*. But I couldn't eay a word, for 
there was a sort of pride about her when she 
said she'd rather walk, but never said a word 
of why she did so, nor complained of having 
been brought out of her way. The gentleman, 
whose pocket had been picked offered to see her 
home, but she refused — quite politely, sir, but 
proud, I think. Yet afterwards she seemed 
very grateful to me when T took her as far as 
Eennington Cross, and directed her straight 
down to the river." 

" To the river !" 

" Yes, sir, it was to the river particular dhe 
asked to be directed; and so I thought she 
knew her way well enough when she once found 
herself by the river. So I took her to Prince's 
Boad, and advised her to go straight on, asking 
the way whenever she felt uncertain ; and she 
said, oh I she could easily do that, and smiled 
and thanked me. Thank you, sir I Yes, it is 
rather thirsty weather. I will see about it at 
once, sir, and telegraph to the Langham, as you 
say. Good day, sir." 

Back again Mark went towards Lambeth 
Bridge, his brave heart sinking as he thread- 
ed the network of uncleanly streets, and felt at 
every turning how easily his faint clue might 
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escape him now^ sinking more a 
as, again and again^ al^^ays vai 
question idle women and preco< 
Eagerly, when he reached th< 
looked out for the old woman 
him before ; and so grateM wi 
in the same spot that she wi 
upon his gratitude for many a 
answer to his question was b( 
Mr. Poynz could not for a moi 
the poor old creature had, in 
been assisting him in his scan 
lady had not passed back from 
river — there was not the faint< 
that. Hearing this, Mark turne I 
lowed street after street, throi , 
noiBe. and impurity; and at laal 
was rewarded. Following a cer1 1 
gy thoroughfare which he kneiTv 
from East Lane towards Walwo ■ 
stopped at the corners of one o i 
and dingier still, and looked i 
within sight — even the smoky 
half through the upper windo< 
sently he saw two personii 
gether down one of the moti 
these wretched streets, and at 
VOL. I. 
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there came across him, swift as a lightning-flash, 
the realisation of what this search had been to 
him in its awful uncertainty, and, with that, 
the consciousness of what Nora's safety meant 
to him. 

Almost like a girl's, the strong man's heart 
fluttered for some moments, and then his eyes, 
robbed again of their momentary gladness, 
fixed themselves with keenest scrutiny on 
the woman who walked at Nora's side, and 
was leading her so rapidly away from home 
— an elderly, well-dressed woman, gesticu- 
lating eagerly as she talked, and seeming to 
see no one in the street save the girl at her 
side, whose face, flushed very delicately in its 
weariness, was never once turned towards her, 
but looked on before, as if seeking some land- 
mark which she might remember as a guide. 
So Mark thought, in that moment of hesitation 
when — as she had not seen him — he had been 
tempted to stand back and follow Nora. Yet 
when the moment's doubt had passed, and he 
had overtaken her, the look of trust and gladness 
which broke over her face made it, in its joy 
and innocence, beautiful beyond words. But 
suddenly, to Mark's intense surprise, a rapid 



NORA^S LOVE TES 

change took place in both her 
behaviour. 

"I am glad to meet you, J 
said^ in the demurest manner, 
home now to Cumberland Plac 
a little out of my way, I believ 
is showing me the nearest way 

" Is she V^ inquired Mr. Poyn: 
hand within his arm in that ] 
forward way of his which no oi 
" Then we will repay her excest 
teaching her that this is not the 
indirect — ^to your destination, 
knowledge of these rustic by\ 
had better in future be confined 

" She saw me puzzled ,^^ e : 
wondering at the concentrated ' 
voice and eyes, " and she was '. : 
say she would go with me. Sh ! 
crowd who came to the — the ] 
saw a policeman show me tl 
guessed I didn't know London 
when he had left me, and gci 
sight — so that I couldn't have ai 
if I wanted to — she came and sai 
way, and would go with me. 
very kind.'' 
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" I am glad/' Baid Mr. Fojnz, addressing the 
woman very pointedly, " that you watched the 
policeman out of sight first; but there are 
others at hand, I have do douht. Suppose yon 
continue this chosen route of yours, and find 
one, before 1 do it for you." 

Even Nora could see then, by the woman's 
own face, a reason for Mr. Poynz's haughti- 
ness. 

"Did she — did she," faltered Nora, fixing 
her eyes on Mark's in questioning alarm, 
after the woman had passed on, " did she 
mean to rob me, then, Mr. Foynz, thinking I 
had money?" 

" Yes," said Mark, uttering the word swiftly 
between his teeth. " Oh ! child, child, if you 
hare any pity for those who care for you, never 
wander in this way again." 

" But they do not care for me," observed 
Nora, gravely. 

" Was that why you left the house this morn- 
ing t" 

" Oh I no." And she even laughed as she 
answered — but Mark was versed enoagh ia 
woman's ways to know that such laughter is 
often a mask for tears — " Oh I no, indeed I But 
X did sc^oog for the freeb air and the sunshine 
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— ^I — ^I suppose because I a 
You see, Mr. Poynz/^ she ad 
the tears, ^^even in the lums 
plenty of air at Traveere, eith 
windows or through holes in 
I been away a very long 
hungry/' 

Mark had hailed a stray cab^ 
before he answered^ and folio 
had given instructions to the r 
she had forgotten her questi< 
her leaning her head againsi 
vehicle, and letting the lids 
her eyes. So he decided, in 
relax a little in his stern int< i 
that, if Nora waited for refrei I 
reached home, the reception 
calculated to ruin the appetil : 
And not since yesterday could i 
food. 

The horse was pulled up at lai 
of the Lambeth Police-station, 
went in to report his discovery 
suspend the official search. 1' 
back again and over Vauxhall ]! 

Before a pleasant^ well-govi! 
near Victoria Station Mr. Poy: 
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dismissed his cab> leading Nora into a quiet, 
bright room, and ordering a meal which to the 
alert young waiter sounded very like an after- 
noon breakfast. 

"I think," observed Mark, in his leisurely 
way, as he sat opposite Nora, and pretended 
that the meal was as essential to his welfare as 
to hers, while he could not help being amused 
by seeing with what a quaint, childish dignity 
she still defied her tears and weariness, '^ that 
this will be your last — as well as your first — 
attempt to enact * rich and rare were the gems 
she wore ' round any isle but Erin's ; eh. Miss 
St. George V 

" Wasn't it well/' interrogated Nora, laugh- 
ing, ^^that I hadn't such gems as the girl' in the 
song? That woman would have stolen them, 
wouldn't she? Has she ever tried to steal 
from you, Mr. Poynz ?" 

« Once." 

" How wicked 1" said Nora, looking wonder- 
ingly at him. ^'And I can see it must have 
been something very valuable." 

" Finished already !" exclaimed Mark, rising 
abruptly. " Then I suppose we had better con- 
tinue our journey. I wish it were over — though 
only for your sake, my child." 
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"I expect/' she said, with 
sigh, though still defying an^ i 
Mrs. Foster will be so very i 
need not wish the journey ove 
Poynz." 

'* Need I not I Then we wi 

fle^ said it in a quick, firi 
uttered words were to seal a i 
and then they went out into tt i 
and Mark looked each way for i 

^^They are so close and I 
Nora, seeing what he wanted, 
for us to walk ?" 

" However pleasant I may k i 
be, 1 am not quite such a bear i 
Mark said, while the old res 
utterly now, and his plans of i 
return to Great Cumberland P i 
air ; " I should have you fallii j 
side. But we will take a hi . 
pleasanter." 

" Yes ; but don't you call i ! 
too ?" laughed Nora, as she to( • 
he followed her. " I wonder he 
like it." 

" Wouldn't he feel curious, ii 
asked Mark, trying not to wondi 
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have any idea of what an icy reception awaited 
her at home. " Cannot you fancy his lofty die- 
dain for the obese and gloBsy carriage horses 
peculiar to this rural district?" 

**Borak would feel lonely, wouldn't hef I 

know exactly how he would feel," she said, 

* 

an unconscious wistfulness in her low, pretty- 
voice. 

" Oh, he would soon grow fond of it," assert- 
ed Mark, with diplomacy. "He would have 
too much sense to fret for Ireland, or for * her 
sons unaccustomed to rebel commotion.' " 

"Miss Foster will say poor Ireland's daugh- 
ters are like her sons, won't she!" inquired 
Nora, speaking only a little woefully now, for 
she was looking out with interest, and even 
amusement, upon the buildings and the trees 
and the passing faces. 

Two errands had Mark to make on his 
way, and, when the little case of wine from the 
top of the cab was left at the address given 
him that morning by the delicate young woman 
in the park, Nora's gladness was a pretty sight. 

"We are nearly at home now," said Mark, 
as they went slowly up Park Lane. " What do 
you think altogether of your first experience 
of London t Not being content with the 
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park, and its river and tr 
you must needs seek the b 
beth. What do !you think o 
George ?" 

'^If I hadn't seen them, '. 
thought there were any poo: 
here at all." 

*'You know it beyond a ( 
yout" he asked, his voice m 
reminder. " Didn't you thin 
beautiful I" 

",Very beautiful," she answe: 
" Of course it would be so to 
Mr. Poynz ? And I never sa 
it in my life before. But it c 
derfiil — not like Lough Erne i 

" But some day you will s 
wonderful spots upon our rivei 

** Perhaps/' she returned, wil 

They had hardly stopped ii 
land Place, when the door < 
house was thrown open, and AA 
the gate, eager, hot, and dusty. 

*' I had that very moment c 
for tidings, as I have come twei 
and a]l in vain," he cried, seizii 
hand, " and I was just going ( 
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spair. What a splendid fellow you are, Foynz t 
At least half-a-dozeD times to-da; I've said that 
you would be the one to find her. Come, Kora, 
they are all in the drawiog-room, and they \dll 
be 60 glad to see you. Miss Archer has been 
hunting for you all day, but luckily b/w has 
just come in too." 

" Mr, Foster," said Nora, very quietly, before 
they reached the drawing-room, " thank you 
for not scolding me." 

" Scolding you I" echoed Will, with a nervons 
laugh. " My dear, I am only too grateful to 
get you back. Hush I Do not tell us anything 
about it, for you must be tired to death. How 
shall we ever be able to thank Mr. Poynz, 
Nora t" 

" I wish I knew," she answered, glandng 
back at Mark. 

" Here she is, mother I" cried Will, in the 
gladness of his heart ; but Nora entered very 
timidly behind him, and her eyes were dark 
' and feverish as she went up to Mrs. Foster and 
apologised for her absence, 

" An apology is simply a mockery in such a 
case as this," said the lady of the house, for her 
placid temper had been gradually and effectual- 
ly roused by the confusion ber son had caused 



^ 
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around her. " I suppose you 
motive to offer for your conduct 

" No/' repKed the girl, conf 
very worn and mean and dust^ 
the fresh dinner-dresses. ''] 
the window when I was dresse( 
Archy aod fancied it must lead 
of the house ; and I felt as if I 
to work hard till I had had on( 
air. 

" Why, you must have 
through your window before yc i 
Marble Arch 1" said Genevieve, v 
tion of intense astonishment. ''1 i 
would turn away a housemaid if i 
thing." 

^^ But I am not a housemaid.'' 

The words were said with su 
simple dignity, that it would ha ■ 
read with what effort Nora sup] i 
rebellious thoughts which were : 
her nature^ and which grew fai 
under this supercilious scrutiny. 

" No, you are not a housem i 
Foster, skilfully avoiding her s: 
entreaty, ^' or I could perhaps hav • 
this very unladylike freak. Do ;i 
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stand, MisB St. George, that diSereut behavioor 
and self-gnidanoe are expected from different 
olaBses of society f " 

" Not yet," aiiBwered Nora ; " but perhaps I 
ahall lean] when I have learned what makes the 
different claasea of society. Miss Archer, will 
yon teach me that ?" 

" Miss Archer, do take Miss St. George away 
to rest," put in Will, the peacemaker, seeing 
hie mother's ill-suppressed anger. " She mnst 
be fearfully tired." 

" Too hare wearied even Mias Archer," ob- 
served Genevieve Foster, pointedly. 

" And npiiet the whole honaehold," added her 
mother, taking the hint. " I am sure I cauDot 
tell to what trouble and expense you have not 
eabjected my son and Mr. Poynz." 

Very qnietly, as the first words were uttered, 
Nora had taken the governess's hand, in hers ; 
but now she turned to Mark, who stood darkly 
outlined against the long lace curtains, too 
angry just yet — or too much moved — to put 
into practice the intention which bad brought 
him in. 

"I have thanked you a little, Mr, Poynz, 
have I not, for the great trouble you took to 
find me, and for your kindaess afterwards t 



NORA'S LOVE TES 



But 1 never shall be able to tel | 
I felt the very moment I saw 
could not have been afraid < 
that, if I had tried. And I'm i 
to you too, Will— Mr. Foster," 
ing into Will's perturbed face, 
me ; and so very, very sorry t( 
trouble." 

*^ Miss St. George " — Qenevie 
mons arrested Nora just as sh 
with Miss Archer, — "of coun i 
honest enough to tell your gi i 
this day. Mamma will not mi 
for we know we have no claim i 
fidence; but — as Dr. Armstroi \ 
said — some one in authority < i 
By this time your impropriety 
name a byword in every quarte 
disreputable, — and^ for a time, I 
be ashamed to encounter a polic : 

" I have never mentioned yoi i 
once," asserted Nora, earnestly. 

" Wonderful forbearance 1" ei 
vieve, with infinite amusement, 
suppose my brother could inte: 
your behalf without the fact soon 
ed, and our name mixed up fireel; 
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We are too well known, unfortunately, for such 
a tale as this not to be soon noised eagerly 
abroad." 

" But I am not known at all, and it is I who 
have done the wrong." 

" Pray do not argue any more !'* cried Mrs, 
Foster, plaintively. " I advise you — I have no 
power to do more than advise you. Miss St. 
<xeorge — to go and change your dress. Miss 
Archer, ring for tea in the school-room, will 
you? You must both be hungry. What» 
going, Mr. Poynz? Oh I pray stay and dine 
with us." 

"This unpleasant escapade/' put in Gene- 
vieve, playfully holding her hands behind her, 
as he oJBTered his in farewell, ^^has put us all 
out, and we need to be soothed and cheered." 

^'Miss St. George herself" said Mark, in his 
quiet way, "most needs the soothing and 
cheering. She will suffer in many ways, I fear, 
for this day's fatigue." 

" Perhaps it will be better for her in the end 
that she should suffer a little now," remarked 
Victoria, sagely. 

"Perhaps so," assented Mark, courteously, 
'* But 1 am sure you will agree with me that 
weariness, and fear, and hunger, are suffering 
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enough for those very advantageous purposes 
of education.'* 

" Where did you find her ? Please tell us all 
about it," pleaded Genevieve, motioning him 
to a seat beside her, and quite content that he 
should talk even of Nora, if he would stay to 
talk to her. 

And so Mark waited, that they might learn 
from his lips the wisest and kindest version of 
Nora's wanderings. 

Will had followed Miss Archer to the school-t 
room, hoping that Nora would soon come down 
again from her room ; but the dinner-bell sum- 
moned him before his waiting had won its re^ 
ward. 

Solitary in her little room at the top of the 
house, Nora struggled fiercely with that newly- 
awakened passion, which she did not even 
understand, and which terrified her by its 
strength and vehemence. 

''What is it?" she cried, as she pressed her 
throbbing temples. *^ Why am I to be so de- 
spised? Why am I fit only for their con- 
tempt? Oh ! if I could go away again home — 
home — home I I am not fit to be here. My life 
has never been like their life, and it is all im- 
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possible to me. If I could only be rich just 
for' No, DO," she cried, clasping her bnni- 

iQg hands together, aa she walked backwards 
and forwards in the narrow room, "I wonld 
never do it 1 I would never avenge a word or 
thoaght. Oh ! Fm glad to he poor, if lidiea 

make us hard and cruel ; only If I could 

but go home, or grow patient I Oh I grandpa, 
grandpa I" 

The tea had grown cold apon the echool- 
room table when at last Helen Archer went up 
to Nora's room to try to tempt her down. 
When the girl opened the door her eyes were- 
nnntterably sad, but tearless, and burning with 
a feverish light; and her beautiful face was 
very wan and white. But Helen's gentle touch, 
and words of womanly tenderness — which 
had been rare to Nora all her life, but now 
were donbly so, — broke down her new and 
stern barricade of pride and misery. The dry, 
wide eyes looked out for one moment wonder- 
ingly through their gathering drops, and then 
the natural girlish flood of tears was unresisted, 
and the warm young nature clung with passion- 
ate longing to this new friend who, untried, 
was trusted by unconscious instinct. So cer- 
tainly from hard, insurgent thoughts — and it 
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might be from illness too — He 
demess rescued the solitary g 
was a sealed book to those whc 
its gnidance; and — more fatal i 
Tinsuspicion— whose sweet p 
was a continual sore to them. 

"Nora," wrote Dr. Armstn 
night, as he wove his own narn 
plans in the London lodgings 1 
secured, " I can see how unhj 
your new home ; and there is n 
why you should be so. I int( 
back with me, and to give you 
luxuries, and — above all — love. 
you even one of these things 
what is for your happiness, o 
have a home in which you vi 
power shall tempt me to le 
you are. This day has held 
to warn us both against such 
will stay in London as long 
and can even live here, if you 
will leave you to no life apart fi 

With a pitiful little smile, 
letter into fragments. 

'^ I came to redeem my idle 

VOL. I. 
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myself a future," she said, throwing the atoms 
of paper among the torn pages of Victoria's 
exercise-books, " and I will stay to do it." 
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